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LETTER DCLXXVIL. 
HenaY to FRANCES: 5 
UViane. 
HAVE been obliged to begin upon my Ver- 
I mins fince I left Dublin, I came down with 
Mr. F—; and even the eafy Motion of 
his Spring-chaiſe diſturbed my Stomach, and oc- 


caſioned my Diforder to return upon me with ſuch 


Violence, that I begged of him to leave me at 
4 Leighlin- bridge, as I was fo ill able to come on: 


But he would net ſuffer it: He faid, it was 
neither a Place to live or die in, unleſs I ſhould 
chooſe to expire like Buckingham, in the wor/? 


Inn worſt Roam: For, indeed, d is no beff 
in any of them. 


l. A 


1 told 
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I told him a Truth; that when I am ill, the 
Company of Friends but adds to my Uneaſineſs, 
and that I ſhould chooſe to die like an Aſs; 
which, when it feels its Life drawing near an 
End, is faid always to retire into ſome Cavern, 
or unfrequented Mountain, Do not be ſcanda- 
lized at the Meanneſs of my Compariſon. Homer 
has made it an heroic Image *; and Madame 
Dacier has defended the Simile. 

I met with all Friends in this Quarter ex- 
tremely well, and without Change, This B i 
lively, as uſual; and that B-—, as gentle as 
ever: Such Contraſts form the true Style of 
Society. There is as great a Variety in the Men 
too; for you might be ſure, that my firſt Objects 
were the Women of theſe Families; and it is 
always fo, whenever they happen to be Objects 
worthy of Notice. You may gueſs the many 
Queſtions, both of Kindneſs and Curioſity, that 
have been aſked about you in both Places; though 
I have been ſo taken up with yourſelf ever ſince 
I have been here, that I do not think | mentioned 
any Thing of theſe Families betore. 

Since you are retired to Windſor's ſhady, cool 
Retreat, I ſhall not envy myſelf the preſent En- 
joyments I have in this ſweet Sejour, independant 


* He compares the e of Ajax tothe Obflinacy of an Aſs, 
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of the Company, which I actually did, till I re- 
ceived your Letter. This is really One of the 
ſweeteſt Scenes in Ireland,” taking all its Cir- 
cumſtances together. The Proximity of the 
| Two Seats; the near Relationſhip between the 
Families, their Friendſhip, the Kind of People 
they all are; agreeable. under ſo many different 
Characters ; the Beauty of the Grounds ; the 
Elegance of their Improvements ; the Commu- 
nication between them through Gardens, Laby- 
rinths, and Groves, 
In fine, the toute Enſemble, is fo extremely 
Arcadian and romantic, that I have ſtiled it, by 
way of Eminence, Le eiſinage; and they have 
agreed to fink the Names of Kilfane, and Kil- 
murry, though both ſoft enough for Verſe, into 
that common Appellation comprehending them 
beth; | 
Since J have had my Mind rendered eaſy about 
your Health, it is Time to take Notice of T'wo 
Letters I received from you, dated London, at 
the fame Time with your firſt from Windſor ; 
for a delayed Pacquet r ee them all to- 
gether. = 
You canuot imagine wha Pleaſure it gave me, 
the Coincidence of your receiving my little Pre- 
ſents, with the ſilver Token, fo critically on our 
Dies fe/tus, Whoever has a great Stake in War, 
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at Play, or in Love, becomes naturally ſuper- 
ſtitious—fond Boys and Girls frequent coffee 
toſſers, turn their Shifts and Shirts, burn their 


Sweet-hearts : Heroes conſult Augury ; and jea- 
lous Huſbands ſtart at the Cuckoo's Note. 0 
Nerd of Fear ! 

I received your Packet of Powders in One of 
theſe Letters, which furniſhed me with a Cordial 
both to Body and Mind. Ben Johnſon could not 
have ſaid of the Envelope, what he did of the 
Dramatic Writings of his Time, and which may 
as well be applied to thoſe of the Preſent: A 
« Man would not wrap up any wholeſome Drug 
« in them.” 

There was an Eclipſe of the Moon to have 


been performed here Yeſterday Morning, by the 
Prediction of the Aſtronomers, but the Ma- 
naeuvre was quite diſconcerted ; for Madam Luna 
did not appear—aſhamed to ſhew her Face per- 
haps under fuch a Diſgrace, and ſo the Eclipſe 
paſſed off in the dark. How was it with you ? 
You have Two Works on your Hands at 
preſent, and I ſcorn to be outdone in Labour at 
leaſt : So I began another Writing before I had 
finiſhed the Firſt, and have carried them on 
together, like Twins. No Matter, now. I foal! 
find a Time. Adieu ! 
HENRY. 


P. S. Le Voiſinage preſent their Affections to you. 
LETTER 
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LETTER DCLXXVIIL 
FRANCES to HENRY. 
W: „ 
HERE is no End of thanking you for 
kind Letters, therefore I muſt appear 
ungrateful often, merely to avoid Tautology. 
Though you are ſo indulgent as to excuſe my 
writing conſtantly to you, I feel as if I had com- 
mitted ſome Crime againſt' my Love, if a Poſt 
ſhould go out without carrying à Letter from me, 
eſpecially if I have had the Happineſs of re- 
ceiving One from you. 

Indeed, my Love, you are too good to me; 
and endeavour even to inſpire. your Friends with 
a Partiality which makes me bluſh even at this 
Diſtance. I receive the generous Effuſions of 
your Fondneſs for me, as I do the Gifts of Pro- 
vidence, with an humble Senſe of my own Un- 
worthineſs, and the ſincereſt Gratitude to the 
bounteous Giver : Long, very long may he be 
pleaſed to diſpenſe all. his 2 to me through. 
your Hands 
Lam as thoroughly wink, as you can be, 
that no other Man on Earth could have rendered 
me fo happy, or ever have drawn forth even the 
{mall Merits I poſſeſs. You are my Polar Star, 
A3 and 


6 J.eTTERS between 


and my Love the Needle, that has pointed every 
Action of my Life, and thought of Ro, to 
you, and you alone. 

I will alſo flatter myſelf, that your Kindneſs 
and Affection for me have drawn forth many 
latent Sparks that would have flept like Gems in 
Mines, had you been attached to a Woman 
whoſe want of Taſte or Senſe might have ren- 
dered her inſenſible of their Value—Yes, my dear 


Harry, I do think we were created for each other, 


as much as the firſt Pair. And I love Doctor 
F for his having the ſame Idea, though he 
exprefled it but chumfily once. 

Your laſt Letter has given me great Pain, as 
it mentions yours. I had flattered myſelf, that 
Heberden's Prefcriptions had conquered your Dif. 
order, by givinz you, it ſeems, only a temporary 
Relief: But till J hope Succeſs from your Welch 
Recipes ; and if they anſwer, I will appoint your 
little Doctor our ſtate Phyſician, as ſoon as we are 
reinſtated in our hereditary Kingdom again. You 
ſee I can ſmile at ferious Matters as well as 
you. | 

I am greatly recovered fince my laſt Letter, and 
have been out upon the Terrace, and taken the 
Air in the Park: What a delightful Scene! I 
fancy your beautiful North would de itt Head, 

like 


0 
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like your ſhame-faced Moon, before it; nor would 
even Le Veiſmage d' Arcadie, as you deſcribe it, 
pretend to vie with us, if it was not for the 
Company there that might help te #eep it in Coun- 
tenance a little; but enough on this Subject: I 
hate Deſcriptions and Compariſons. 

For, alas! What is Profpeft ? What the in- 
termingled Shades and Lawns, to the lively Sallies 
of Wit and Mirth, and the dear Effuſions of 
Friendſhip and Benevolence ? But what we love 
we cannot envy ; and indeed I hope my Heart is 
incapable of ſo deteſtable a Paffion, even for its 
Foes—though ſure I may be allowed ſometimes 
to ſigh out, What would I not give to partake 
fach charming Society with my dear Harry ? But 
ſince the Circumſtances of our Lives will not 
adrgit of ſo much Felicity, I can rejoice ſincerely 
by Reflection upon his. 

I wiſh you Joy of the ſueceſsful Progreſs you 
have made in the Regions of Fancy. I fear, in- 
deed, that I ſhall be left far behind: But you 
know that my poor Pegaſus never attempted to 
run a Race with your's ; for, beſides the different 
Spirit of our Hobby-hoyſes, you have @ rating 
Way of going, that muſt diſtance my Spirits of 
Mettle all to nothing at the long Run. Nay, I 
fear I ſhall loſe, though I run by myſelf, in the 
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dramatie Courſe ; for all my Whip and Spur has 
not yet been able to bring me even within Sight of 
the Geal. I am ingaged to go to Aﬀeot Races 
next Week, and I ſhould have fupplied myſelf 
with more Jockey Phraſes if 1 had waited til} 
then. 

 Miitu, my dear Harry) My peer Head is 

addled ; but my Heart unalterably yours. 


FRANCES. 


— — — —— 


LETTER DpCLXxIx. 


HNA ro FRAXCES, 


Le Veiſinags. 
Rxzorcz to hear you are better; I knew it 
before the Poſt came in, becauſe I found my 

Simpathy concording. My Vermins have not yet 

brought forth; but, thank God, I am not at pre- 

ſent in Labour. I am recovered again to the fame 
taſy State I enjoyed for above a Month before my 
laft Attack. 

I was really very ill for the Two Days on the 

Road, and Two more after I came hither; 

during all which Time I was continually faying 

odd 
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odd Things as uſual, — the Rack. MS. 
L——, ſaid, it was a. delightſome Thing to ſee me 
in Pain, 1. Haid ſo- many pleaſant Things—but 
there is nothing extraordinary in this : It was the- 
Way with antient Oracles ;: they fell into Convul-. 
ſons, and prophefied. 

All Manner of Exerciſe is bad for me; it rouſes- 
the Acid in my Stomach, which cauſes all my 
Agonies and Retchings. My Body is like a. 
cracked Bottle, which contains well enough while 
at Reſt, but Motion. forces out its Contents.. 
This Diſorder makes a Slave of me by Reſtraint; 
and of all my Friends too, whom I am. obliged: 
to ſend of my Errands : But in this Sort of Ty 
ranny, contrary to all others, they are moſt free: 
who obey. | 
; It is an amazing Thing, that among the Num- 

ber of the beſt Phyſicians 1 have conſulted, borkt 
in England and. Ireland, none of them ſhould yes 
be able even to give a Name to my Diſorder. F 
have promiſed the Faculty to.make them a Preſent: 
of my Body after my Death, to ſatisfy. their Cu- 
rioſity, provided. they intitle my Diſeaſe the Hex-. - 
riade in their Books, as the French Phyſitians did 
the Hzmorrhoids, Regius Merlut, in compliment 
to Lewis the Fourteenth, who was afflicted with. 
em; and which, according to the true Intcrpre- 
5 


tation 
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tation of Language, ſhould haye meant the King's 
ui. 

Though the Experiment, I dare fay, will an- 
ſwer no better to them, than one of the ſame 
Kind did once to me, who when a Child cut 
open the Belly of my Fiddle to look for the 
Sound. 

Enough the en is is not pleaſant. Adieu, 


my Arria !— Non dolet, ſays your Pæœtus.— Sed 


redelet *, I would ſay to any Pain, any Labour, 
any Anxiety, that might poſſibly accrue to thy 


Happineſs, IO 
God bleſs my dear Children, and thee alſo, 


the very belt Child in the World. Be well, im- 
mediately, for I am. ſo, thank God; and our 
Simpathy has ever been remarkable I am con- 
vinced that we hall both of us die on the ſame 
Day. Till then, let us live and be happy to- 
gether, Amen. 

Adieu, my Life! 


HENRT. 


* Grateful ro the Jenſe. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCLXXX.. 
FRANCES to HENRY. 


IWindfor-caftle. 
1 not write to you laſt Poſt, becauſe 1 
1 could not. I was obliged to keep my Head 
on my Pillow that whole Day, on account of a 
ſevere nervous Head-ach that frequently attacks 
me. The Pain has ceaſed, but left ſuch a 
Weakneſs and Confuſton behind, that I know 
not what I am writing. Almoſt all Iriſh Heads 
are littered, but mine is a perfect Chaos at pre- 
ſent I can neither chooſe, nor ſeparate my Ideas, 
they lie perplexed together like an G 
Skein of Thread. 

But there is One Sentiment in my Mind, 
which is not ideal, ſtanding proudly pre-eminent 
above the reſt, which never has, and never can 
forſake me, „ white Memory holds its Seat in 
this diftracted Globe.” Need I fay what it is Z 

Believe me, Harry, that I felt more Impati- 
ence and Uneafineſs at my not being able to- 
write to you, than from the Pain E ſuffered, 
though I had nothing particular to ſay to you; 
and have often intermitted a Poſt without Regret 
at other Times : But my Mind was weak, and 
would have ſoothed it to complain to ou. 


AG Though 
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Though the Kindneſs, the Tenderneſs of your 
Attentions and Expreſſions, upon all ſuch Occa- 


ſions, may have ſome dangerous Conſequences 
attending them— It may take off too much from 


that natural Averſion one has to Sickneſs, and 


render me too careleſs about preſerving my Health. 
I may become like little Children, perhaps, at 
laſt, who ſometimes pretend to be ill, in order to 
get Goodies. 
Mrs. B-—, with whom 1 came down here, 
is going to Southampton for the Benefit of the 
Sea. I confels, I am ſorry, very ſorry to quit 
this Place; its peaceful Sweetneſs charms me; 


Retirement ſooths my Mind to infant Gentleneſs: 


And I am never fo good, and conſequently ſo 
happy, as when I am cool and quiet. The Noiſe, 
OR ans ate: a 
me. 
eie 
done, and remain here à Fortnight longer by 
myſelf, if the Owners of theſe Apartments do 
nat come to puſh me from my. Stool; by that Time, 
I think, I may reaſonably flatter myſelf with the 
Hope of our Meeting—no Matter where —or 


here, or there. 

That pleaſing Thought has given me Spirits, 
and I would indulge them by ſcribbling on, if 
my 


JL” 
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my poor wretched Head did mot remind me how 
inadequate the Powers of my Body are to ex- 
preſs the Wiſhes of my Mind, "which have ever 
been to prove myſelf worthy of your Love, as 
| am, with the tendereſt Nee 151 - | 
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Have been: reaſonably well ever fince1-came 
here; and have purſued my Vermin Regi- 
men without any ſenſible, or viſible Effect yet. 
Before I left Dublin, I was put into Poſſeſſion of 
the Recipe, which the good Lady told me had 
cured Lord Clive of the fame Kind of Diſorder 
with mine. I am glad of it on his Account; 
for he deſerves Health, becauſe they ſay he K. 

| ſerver Fortune. 
But with regard to myſelf, — that 1 
ſhoul prefer his Faghire to his Cure; for I am 
almoſt 


* 
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almoſt brought at laſt to be of Mrs. R——'; 
Opinion, that Health is but the Second Bleſſing of 
Life. Were | a fingle Man, I ſhould not heſitate 
one Moment about the wiſer Choice; but 
loving as I do ſome Perſons better than myſelf, I 
own I am tempted to give the Preference where 
ſhe did. What would this be, but cutting off a 
Limb to fave the Body ? 

The Weather, for ſome Time paſt, though fair, 
les been remarkably Cold; yet every Thing 
ſeems to go on in the uſual Courſe of Spring ; 
and I hear Cuckoo's every Day croaking errant 
Scandal. For methinks this is no fit Seaſon for 
- Cuckoldom, though that ill omened Bird js con- 
tinually blabbing it. 

I have met here with a Collection lately pub- 
liſhed, Rouſſeau's Thoughts upon various Sub- 
jets, which are compiled from his Works at 
large: There is a great deal of Spirit, Know- 
ledge, and Philoſophy in them, though mixed 
up with a good Portion of what is vague, light, 
and uniatelligible. The choiceſt Part, as in all 
Compoſitions, is what is ancommon— In this the 
principal Merit of a Writer conſiſts : This is 
the only Part of a Work that ſhews Genius. 


It flattered me to meet with ſome Sentiments 


and Opinions of my own among this Collection, 
particu- 
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| vantivalacdy about the Nature and End of Study ; 
and the Uſe, Abuſe, and Method of teaching the 
Sciences, as hinted in ſeveral Parts of my Letters 
in the Firſt Series, wrote long before the Author's 
Works were publiſhed. He agrees with me alſo, 
in a Paſſage of the Triumvirate, that the Kings 
who ſhine moſt in Hiſtory, are E thoſe who 
were not born to Empire. 

So far he makes a tolerable Figure, while com- 
pared only with me but obſerve how weak, dif- 
fuſe, and unnerved a Writer he is, when drawn 
into Competition with you: One of his Para- 
graphs, under the Head of oY is thus ex- 
preſſed : 

« To an indifferent Woman, every Man is 


% always a Man; but to her whoſe Heart is in 
Love, there is no other Man than her Lover. 
What do I fay ? Is not a Lover a Man? Alas 
« He is a more ſublime Being ! He has nothing 
* of Man about him in the Eyes of her who 
loves. Her Lover is more than Man; all 
others are leſs. He and She are the only 
< ones of their Species: They have nothing to 
„ wiſh for; they love.” 

You ke Occaſion to quote this very Paſſage i in 
fome Letter publiſhed in the Second Series *; and 


Letter CCCCXXVI, lad Paragraph. 
doing 
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doing it without Book, you expreſs the Whole 
Spirit of this tedious Paragraph, after your own 


comprehenſive, but ſuccinct Manner, in one 
ſhort Sentence: To a Woman who truly loves, 
« there is no Max in the World; for the Object is 
<« more, and every other leſs.” I call this writing. 
1 ſent off to Farmley for my Letters; but the 
Meſſenger is returned with a Non inventus. I 
ſuſpect by the Courſe of the Winds that there is 
ſome Miſtake. The Family were at the Races; 
and the Servants—but you know too well what 
Servants are. I will mount my Horſe To-morrow,. 
and take a Courſe myſelf ; for though I would not 
ſtart for a Plate, I would whip and ſpur for @ 
Prize. Thou art my only Goal; and be affured,, 
my dear grey Mare, that I am your faithful Fockey. 

Methinks this is pretty well for the firſt Heat ; 
and I am ſorry that all this chearful Badinage did 
not occur to me, hen you gave me the Go-by from 
Windfor at the Time of Aſcot Races lately, 

The Kindneſs and Attention of both theſe 
Houſes towards me is not to be expreſſed—but I 
may ſafely refer myſelf to your own Imagination. 
for Hoſpitalities of this Kind. They falute you. 


Adieu 


Henry. 


= IE TTER 
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LETTER DCLXXXII. 
FRANCES 6 HzNax. 


 Windſor-caftls, 

E have had as bad Weather here for ſome 
Time as you complain of in Ireland. 
Indeed, I think, we may for the future ſtrike 
Summer intirely out of the Lift of Seaſons, and 
divide- that Porticn of the Year between | Spring 
and Autumn. 
This would be like the Exyptians, who di- 
Z vided'it into Three Parts; but why they left 

Autumn out of the Liſt, is as great a Myſtery as 
any of their Rites, If I had been the Nile, I 
would ya Woe waned ee FOR IN 
ſuch an Affront. 

lam much flattered by — ow 
my Manner of expreſſing Rouſſeau's Sentiment; 
and I confeſs, Þ think it better myſelf than the 
Original, becauſe whatever is ſhorteſt ſaid is beſt 
expreſſed, provided the | Perſpicuity be cn. 
However, poor Roufſeau appears to too great 1 
Diſadvantage, by quoting him from the miſerable 
Tranſlation you ſent me. I do not think the 
Original can be ſuch horrid Stuff, but have not 


the French by me now to refer to the Paſſage. 
I have 
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I have gone a great Way in my Work of 
Eugenie; and the ſenſible and obliging Mrs, P——e 
encourages me highly on the Performance ; but 
I ſhall neyer be fatisfied about 'it till you have 
given your Opinion on the Writing; for your 
Approbation is the only Stamp that can render 
ſuch Coin current with me. 

I am impatient to finiſh. this Piece, in order to 
begin ſome original Work of the Kind. I have 
more Labour in ſuch an Undertaking as this, with 


les Pleaſure and leſs Fame. An Architect would 


rather build a Houſe than alter one. A clear 
Stage, but not without Favour, is what T deſire. 
Though, where ſhall I get a Fable? All Book 
Stories have been already exhauſted ; and there is 
not _ [Intrigue enough in the modern World to 
frame a Plot upon. Amours are carried on ſo 
openly and avowedly in the preſent Times, that 
I think I have nothing for it, but to return as 
far back into the golden Age as I ean, and preſent 


the Stage with a Paſtoral Scene of Galantry ; 


make Baucis falſe to her Philemon; and fupply 
the gay and artful Libertine Corydon with ſuch 
Contrivance, Caution, and Addreſs, as might 
be thought requifite before Vice and Debauchery 

/ had 
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had become ſo barefaced as they appear to be now- 
a-days. How do you approve my Scheme? 
I am in Health and Spirits. 


Adieu ! 


FRANCES. 


* 
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LETTER bDñeLXXXIII. 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


Le Veiſinage. 

Nor Poſt can come in before this goes out, 
4 therefore I am ſet down to write, and no 
Thanks to you, Sirrah: That is, my Letter cannnot 
receive any Aſſiſtance from yours. But as it hap- 
pens to be a very dull, cold, rainy Day, it is very 
probable that by the Time you have got to the 
Bottom of my Fourth Page, which I am reſolved 
to extend this Epiſtle to, you may have a fair 
Opportunity of returning the Compliment, by 
faying, no Thanks to you neither, Sirrah. _ 

This is one of the Poſts I am pleaſed with— 
the anſwering your Letters is à Duty—this a 


Fondneſs, And I dectare, that I have often, from 
| this 
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this Idea, been tempted to begin a Second Sheet 
to you the ſame Poſt, juſt after I had ſealed a 


brmer one: I have done ſo ſometimes, and 


ſhould have done it more frequently of late, but 
that I feared it might have occaſioned too much 
Avocation to you from the Works you are at 
preſent engaged in. For as to my own Part, I 
cannot ſpend my Time more agreeably in your 
Abſence—writing to you is my only Pleaſure ; 
every other Kind of literary Work, my Buſineſs 
merely. 

The Sort of Affection and Attzchment I bear 
to you, is really of an uncommon Nature; but, 
belides its ariſing principally from your Merits, 
and my Eſteem of conſequence, may not your 
being for many Years paſt my ſole Object, be 
taken into the Account ? You have no Rival, 
not even a Friend to ſhare my Love with—the 
only Perſons I ever was connected with, under 
that. ſacred Character, being either dead, or de- 
fective. Rouſſeau ſpeaks extremely well upon this 
Subject in his Chapter on Sentiment: 

In Proportion as we advance in Years, all 
ic the Senſations center; we loſe every Day ſome- 
„thing that was dear to us, and which is never 
« replaced : Thus do we. dic by Degrees, until 
cc at 


- 
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« at laſt, loving nothing but ourſelves, we ceaſe 
c feeling and living before we ceaſe to exiſt. 
But the ſenſible Heart defends itſelf with 
« all its Might againſt this anticipated Kind of 


„ Death, When the Cold begins in the Ex- 


© tremities, it collects about it all its natural 
« Heat; the more it loſes, the ſtronger it at- 
< taches itſelf to what remains; and holds (if I 
may uſe the Expreſſion) to the laſt Odject, 47 
e the Links of all the Others.” 

Whenever you happen to be dull, difpirited, or 
diſatisfied, either with yourſelf or me, take up 
any Volume of the Series, and read a Quantum 


ſufficit for your Cure, as I expreſs it upon the 


fame Occafion in the Preface : This will afford 
you a Renovation of pleaſing and flattering Ideas 
on your own Part; and with regard to mine, you 
will have the Satisfaction to find all that Love 
and Conſtancy, which my Life has ever ſince been 
laid out to prove, promiſed fo long beforehand, in 


Expreſſions too galant to appear ſincere, or too 
extravagant t obe thought true. 


Among the Thoughts on various Subjes 
which I amuſed myſelf with once, when I was 


| detained at Holyhead, ce the latter End of the 


Fourth 
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Fourth Volume: I fay, that Aﬀections ſome- 
times ſeem ſtill to flow, like the Sea at Ebb, 
* after they have ſubſided.” This I cannot be 
deceived in with regard to you—compare my firſt 
Letters with my laſt, and you will find the ſame 
Tide-mark in both. I 

But the Circumſtance that hinted that Secret | 
in Philoſophy to me firſt, was this—I had, once 
upon a Time, conceived a moſt wnreaſonable i 
Paſſion for a certain Perſon long dead, which 
continued ſurprizingly, for—I do not know how 


long — becauſe I might unfortunately have ima- 
gined it had ſubſiſted till the Day of her Death, 


if it was not for a moſt lucky Accident ; as 
follows: 

I was ſhaving myſelf one Day, and wanting 
a Piece ot Paper to wipe my Razor on, I took 
up one of Chloe's Letters for that Purpoſe. I 
am apt to make Reflections upon all Manner of 
Occurrences ; and recollecting that Time was, 
when I would ſooner have ſacriſiced a Bank Note, 
or worn ſuch a Beard as Signor Dolorida's in 
Don Quixotte, I immediately began to perceive 
that my Paſſion had been extinct, or, to continue 
the Metaphor, had et the Shore dry a conſiderable 
Time before; but how long I could not exactly 


determine, 
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determine, becauſe I could not preciſely compute 


how long I had been in love with another Object, 


whom in the very Article of Shaving, I found 
that I had conceived a real Paſſion for ſome Time 


before, and whom I can fafely anſwer for it now, 


I ſhall ever continue to love with 4 Spring- tide of 
Affection. | 8. 
For believe me, I do not know what Women 
are; but Men are naturally conſtant : Love is 
blind, and we go poting about like a Perſon in the 
dark, laying hold of, and rejecting by Turns, 


many wrong Objects, as at the Childiſn Game 


of Blindman's Buff, until we at length graſp the 


one we are in ſearch off; then flip the Bandate 


from our Eyes, and there our wandering ends. 
I was actually never able to ſee Madam Chloe 


after that ra, without thinking of one of Beau- 
mont and Fletcher's Plays—I think it is ſtiled the 
Humorous Licutenant—No, that is not the Name 
of it not material but after ſome Body had 
fwallowed a Love Potion by Miſtake, and the 
Philter, which had been laid for ſome King, 
had ſpent its Charm, the enamoured Courtier 
views with Surptize his Majeſty's old Boot, that he 
had hugged fo paſſionately during his Infatuation. 
So ends my Novel, . 
| ] have 
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L have not been well theſe Two Days. Moiſ- 
other Kind of Weather. The only Improve- 
. ment I would make in the Elements, ſhould be to 
have Rain, warm in its falling : This would be 
more beneficial to the Plants of the Earth; for ãt 
is Moiſture, not Coolneſs they want; and 
Warmth would help forward the Vegetation 
the Labourer, the Traveller, and the Beaſts of 
the Field would then not be ſo much incommoded 
by it ; the Senſation would be leſs irkſome, and 
the Conſequences not ſo dangerous. 

The only ObjeQion I have to this Thought, 
which would have but little Weight with certain 
Philoſophers, is, that Nature has not done ſo— 
and, as Pope fays, 

God never made his Work for Man to mend.” 
And in another Place,, 
nose Truth is clear, whatever is is right.” 


With a Thouſand other Teſtimonies that might 


de brought from Authors who believed in Cod. 
My Paper is out, though not my Prate ; but it 
vould de too hard to impoſe another Sheet, as the 
- Printers phraſe it, on you; fo I ſhall conclude 
- myſelf, without any Tmpoſition, my deareſt Fanny's 
fond Lover, and faithful Huſband, 


HENRV. 
LETTER 
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LETTER DCLXXXITV. 
| 5 RANCES % Hnr. 


Mindſor- caffe. 
Have long citindied for it, that T had leſs 


Vanity f in my Compoſition than any Woman, 


or Mriter alive; but I now honeſtly confeſs that 
I have deceived myſelf, or perhaps you have 
> puffed the latent Spark ſo lang, that it has at 
length riſen to a Flame; for I declare that I 
1 can ſcarce contain the Exultation and Self- com- 
Þ placency, which I am ſenſible of from our 
1 charming, kind, and flattering Letters. That 
3 which I receive laſt ſeems always the moſt plea- 
4 ſing ; fo that you Rill appear to riſe won yourſelf © 
every Poſt. 

I really wonder where you find Parts (not to 


. mention Paſſion) to expreſs at once the Strength 


| F and Delicacy of your Affection, through ſo long 
= Series of Years as well as of Letters, without 
4 Repetition or Reduction ſhould One of. ou 
Billet: deux happen to fall into any Perſon's 
ö Hands by Chance, would they not ſuppoſe it to be 


9 written by ſome young Inamorato in the Meridian 
} | of his Paſſion, to ſome diſtinguiſhed fair One, 


Vor. VI. B . equally 
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equally the Subject of a Painter's Pencil, and a 


Poet's Pen? And upon ſeeing it addreſſed to me, 
might they not conclude that I was but the con- 
venient Duenna, who ſuffered the Epiſtles to be 
directed to her, in order to maſk the Amour? And 
how would it increaſe their Aſtoniſhment, to know 
that this little quiet, inactive Mortal was informed 
with the ſame reciprocal Spirit of Love, Delicacy, 
and Tenderneſs, for a plain, clumſy Man, declined 
in the Vale ef Years (though: that I hope not much)? 
What a rare, what an extraordinary Inſtance, 
beyond Experience or Philoſophy, is there here, 
of Love, Conſtancy, Virtue, and Happineſs ! I 
have a Right to be vain, W the 
Reſt of my Life. you | 

I am vaſtly entertained with your Novel, as you 
call it. What admirable Addreſs yon muſt be 
Maſter of, who could confeſs a prior Paſſion to 
a Second Miſtreſs, and yet teach her to eſteem 
the divided Heart better than the Whole. To 
win a preingazed One is the higher Triumph; 
and to be preferred pen Compariſon, the greateſt 


a 1 . - . 4 3 e ku —_ 
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Compliment. I have reaſon to think myſelf as 
fortunate as the youngeſt Daughter in a Fairy © 
Tale, who receives Half a Cate with a ng, 4 


inſtead of an whole One and a Curſe. 


I thank 


Us 
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1 thank you for your Quotation from Rouſſcau: 
It is ſenſible, tender, ingenious, and ꝓhiloſophic. 
He is, in my Mind, a-tine Writer in many Parti- 


2? culars, and is poſſeſſod of a Species of Enthuſiaſm 
that ſerves to ripen Virtue. But what can I ſay 
to that charming Paſfage in your Letter, which 
gave you occaſion to introduce it 


I have been looking over yoar Letter again, to 


2 ſee whit other Paragraphs I houtd” attempt th 
obſerve upon; but I find that I ſhould exceed my 
* Sheet, if I was to ſpeak my Sentiments updm erery 
Paſſage of it; and as you have ſo niggardly con- 
ned yourſelf to Four Pages, you maſt be fatisfied 
1 if I return you 25 much 3 not as Hood) as you 
= "bring. 


I lately preferred you to the Pot of Travelli ing 


4 Fellow to our Univerſities &; and I would now 
| recommend you as Correſponding Fellew to any 
Prince in Europe — I would not to @ Princeſs, 
though. If I was ſome rich Ducheſs Dowager 
I ſhould certainly reſide for the Remainder of my 
+ Life at my old Manſion-houſe in the Country : 
and would give a large Salary to ſome ſuch a Cor- 
* reſpondent as you are, to write poſtly to me. 


No Matter what the Topies were; for the in- 


* Letter DcLvn. 
B 2 genious, 
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genious, like the philoſophic Mind, turns all 
Occurrence to its own Advantage: 
« His Eye begets Occaſion for his Wit, 
For every Object that the One doth catch, 5 
60 The other turns to a Mirth- moving Jeſt.” 


A Man of Senſe merely muſt have ſome ſolid 
Matter for his Subject - but a Perſon of Mit is 


equally entertaining and improving, whether an 


Atom, or a World; an Angel, or a Worm, be | 


his Themes. 

Excluſive of the other Merits of your laſt Letter, 
there was a lucky Criſis in my receiving it. I had 
been really dejected and mortified at the many 
inſuperable Difficulties which occur in the 
Manufacturing of Eugenie. I had Hopes that the 
Quiet and Retirement of this Place would have 
left my Mind free from every other Thought or 
Care, except the Work I was ingaged in: But 
theſe are vain Ideas, invented by Poetry, and 
denied by Philoſophy—tfor I agree with Milton, 
though he makes the Devil fay it, The Mind ts its 
own Place. | 

Under theſe Diſcouragements, I had determined 
to quit the Field, when your Letter arrived, and 
rallied my broken and diſperſed Spirits to the 
Charge again, 


2 Inſpir'd by thee, what may I not atchieve ?” 
Yes, 


Henry and Frances. 29 
Yes, my dear Guide, Philoſopher, and Friend, 


3 1 will ſtill, purſue the arduous Taſk (ebough 
J | hopeleſs of Succeſs) that I may boaſt the Merit of 
| emulating you in One Particular at leaſt, 


1 
1 


I am afraid that many of my little Scribbles 


q | miſcarry , becauſe you do not ſeem to acknowledge 
| | ſeveral of thoſe J have wrote to you: This is mor- 
tifying, to think that they may fall into other 
Hands; becauſe I write without the leaſt Study, 
1 or Reſerve, and in the fulleſt Hope that no Eye 
4 but yours ſhall ever glance upon my Letters. 


Had I a Thouſand Years allotted me, T ſhould 


1 never be able to expreſs Half the Love, Eſteem, 
I and Gratitude I owe and feel at this Moment for 
my deareſt Henry; but my Paper is "done before my 
: Prate, as well as yours. g 


Adieu | Adieu 
FRANCES. 


P. 8. We have had great Thunder and- 
Lightning here this Summer, but I do. 
not hear of any Miſchief done by it yet. 
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LETTER DCLXXXV. _ 
Hex to Frances. 


Le * * —_ 
e eee pA for I 
have not the ſame Malice prepenſe to fill 
it, as I had the laſt Poſt - but it may ſo happen, 
Ideas may occur, and I would not be ſtinted, © 
eſpecially in Love, which I think generally makes + 
up the principal Parts of my Letters to ou. 
I have not heard from you this Week paſt ; but 
my Hopes ſupply the Place of Winds, and 
whiſper me that all is well on your Side of this 
Menſeon. The chearful Diſpoſition of my Mind 
turns even ſuperſtitious Qmens to happy Preſages. 
Upon ſpeaking of my Proſpects and Deſigns about 
the Eſtabliſnment of my Son in Life, To- day, 
after Dinner, ſome Body drank Succeſs to him 
I filled a Bumper, but in taking it up, I happened 
to ſpill Part of it—you would have reckoned this 
Accident amino did I, but in a different 
Senſe for my Augury ascepted it as a Libation to 

Fortune, which prognoſticated that his Cup of 
Bleſſings will overflow. Amen 2 


I have 
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1 have ever had the fame Turn of Phitoſophy, 


]uſt after the Siege of Tourney, my Father came 


flying to me like 4 Lfi-hanted Raven, to tell me 


> that my Brother had been cut to Pieces in that 
Engagement; for that the Engliſh Horſe had ſuſ- 


tained a Cannonading of Six or Seven Hours. 
I replied; that my Opinion upon that 
of News was, that the whole Corps had been 


dled, except himſelf, and that he was now 
> General of the Cavaltry—that was to le. 


A propos of Wars. The Journeymen of - moſt 
of the Corporations in Dublin are in Combina- 
tion againſt their Maſters, and in Tumult among 
themſelves. How epidemical muſt Diſcord be, 
when even Taylors have riſen in Arms. The ex- 
cefſive Dearneſs-of Proviſions has been the Cauſe 
of the Inſurrections, both in England and Ireland. 
Hunger will break through Laws, 28 well as 
Stone Walls. The Police maſt be very ill con- 
ducted, when there is Occaſion afforded for ſuch 
Murmurs. If you will join the Engliſh Mob, 
I will inliſt here for a Redreſs of Grievances; 
I had a Letter from Dublin lately, that will 

give you Pleaſure: J. L. has wrote to bis 
Mother, expreſſing an hearty Contrition for his 
Idleneſs and Lofs 6f Time. He promiſes, if ſhe 


Will forgive his Elopement, that he will return 


B 4 imme - 
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immediately from France, whither he fled, de- 
pending on the Favour. of a rich Uncle, pro- 
vided ſhe will give him Leave to prepare himſelf 
for College, having conceived an earneſt Paſſion 
for Scholarſhip, though it had not been the Firſt 
Scheme of his Education. ä 
There is ſome Senſe, ſome Vi irtue, ſome 
Soirit in this happy Turn of Mind. | Succeſs at- 
tend him ! His Uncle probably helped him to 
diſcover a Truth, which ſooner or later all Men 
may experience; that there are no Friends to be 
depended on, it we ' negle&t ' ourſelves. His 
happy Mother weeps for Joy, _ receives 15 
Prodigal with open Arms. 57 
Jam ſitting in the Temple, at the Head of the 
Canal here; and every Paſſenger that goes the 
Road, can fee how I am employed at preſent ; 
ſo that I appear to be not only @ Scribe, but a 
Phariſce alſo. However, I ſhall continue to 
ſcribble it away, notwithſtanding, till a Meſſenger 
arrives from Kilkenny with tne Letters, I hope, 
of Three Pacquets, from my only Correſpondent. 
You are captivated with the old Faſbianed beau- 
tiful Simplicity of the antient Engliſh Poetry. I 
ſend you a Stanza from Shakeſpear's Venus and 
Adonis, that I met with this Morning, which 
charmed 
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charmed me in that Stile. When ſhe beholds her 
| Lover ſlain, 8 NH ir : 2 


«© She looks upon his _— and thay are a 
&« She takes him by the Hand, "and that is cold; 7 


„She whiſpers in his Ear an heavy Tale, 


3 As if he heard the woeful Words ſhe told ; 
2 « She lifts the Coffer-lids that cloſe his Eyes; 


„Where lo! Two Lamps burnt out, in N 


4% fies. 


He 5 here a poetical Licence of putting the 


Singular for the Plural Number in the laſt Word. 
: It is the more like old Engliſh for that Stamp. 


I indalzed myſelf in a fond Idea this Morning. 


I am copying out my Novel fair for the Preſs, 
Þ and changed ſome Scenes I had laid at Richmond 
to Windfor-caſtle, merely becauſe you are there. 
1 I found it pleaſant to dwell on the ſame Spot, as 
3 it were, even in Imagination. For I may fay with, 


« If the dull Subſtance of my Fleſh were Theuglt;. 
% Injurious Diſtance ſnould- not Rop my Way,.“ 


I have been reaſonably well for ſevoral Days paſt... 


Six o'Clock Buttermilk. Breakfaſts, - and Ten. 
4 Clock ſupperleſs Slumbers, are an wholeſome 


Regimen. J ſhall leave this Place To- morrow, 


= mens to the old Election, which comes on. 


B 5. ſoon. 
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Son. Every Thing as uus, I ſuppoſe. We, 


like the Engliſh, ſhall get the Victory; ys 

like the French, will-fing Te Deum. 
But, you Vagabond, what have you imm 

my Children all this while? + + 

No Letters] But the Winds « pF Pati 


we me. 


Afieu eu: p 
HEN RT. 


LETTER DCLXXXVI. 


"Henry to F RANCES. 


ND fo, you twill be vain for the Reft of your 
Life! Will you? Why, Woman of me, 
You have not Spirit enough for it. The briſe 
Lightning I—not you, indeed, Mr. Packer. I 
ſuſpected you for à Bully at firſt, and found a 
canna haud it, when you came to your ſneaking 
Paragraph — afraid—my little Seribbles — fulleft 
Hope—-no Eye, but yours, | evir glance upon them. 
I am aſhamed of you. Though is it not better as it 


asf You have the beſt: Efie& of your Reſolution, 
without 
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without its Weakneſs: My Love, * n 
raiſe your Spirits, without your-Vanity.” 

I thank you for the new Prefermerit thee 
beſtowed upon ine, and ſhall ever remain your 
moſt grateful Client. Bur I ſhould foon forfeit 
my Salary with any other Correſpondent.” Do 
you think I could write with the ſame Spirit to any 
eld Ducheſs in England, but yourſelf ? Money, 
perhaps, might purchaſe my bribe-worthy Serwicez 
but it is Love only, my Iphigene, that can inſpire 
my Genius. 

You have deſcribed the F — of Wit in e 
quate I erms. 


« For what Wit is, tis only Wit can ſhew,” 
as ſame Body ſays of Light. 


This fame ſome Body, if you obſerve, is a great 
Author with me, for I ſeldom remember Names. 
It is like Dame Saſnig, that ſome Body travelling 
througly Wales once took to be Br ts of the 
whole Country. 

Your Diſtinction between Senſe and Wit is 
very juſt. Senſe but preſents Images to us as 
they appear to a Lippard, tirſt obtaining Sight : 
Their Size, their Shape, and Colour, true; but 
all at equal Diſtances. Wit, like PerſpeQtive, 

| B 6 preſerves 
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preſerves the Keep, and like the Sun gilds o'er 
the enlivened Scene. th 

I had promiſed our Friend. to go — — 
him this Morning, but the Manceuyre, or rather 
Quadrupedervre, that I performed Yeſterday Even- 
ing, in coming hither, for I could not get away till 
after Dinner, it has returned my Diſorder on me 
ſo ſtrongly, that I paſſed One of thoſe Nights you 
have known me to labour through ſo often 
before. 

I have gone through my + wha Courſe of Vermi- 
cellis, but without any Manner of Effect, good 
or bad; and travelling ſtill eontinues to diſagree 
with me, as ufual—indeed, I may be faid rather 
te be in Travel, than to travel, Gon fuch Occa- 
ſions. 

Nor does my Method. of not eating till the 
Day's Journey be finiſned ſuffiiently anſwer my 
Purpoſe : For Sleep, which ſhould have Nothing 
but the Waſte of Waking to ſupply, has the 
additional Exceſs of Fatigue, Faſting, and even of 
Eating to repair. 

Your Thunder and Lightning ſurprize us here. 
If ever the Saying of Mint i Thunder is Summer's 
Wonder had any Meaning, it muſt be this Year ; 
for our N rather is Winter, though Summer be 
our Seaſon, I am not ſurprized that your Light- 
ning has done no Harm, for it could only be 


à Surt 


Henry and- Frances. 2. 
2 Sort of Flaſh in the Pan, or byutum Fulmen, an 
unnatural and ineffectual Glare. 

We have never been without Fires ſince I eame 
to the Country. The Sun, it is true; flaumts it 
through the Air every Day, like an Luis Fatuus, 
a meteor Light, but without Heat, or, like an o 
Beau, with more Shew than 'Subſtanee. "Were 
Daphni now alive, ſhe would deſpiſe his Friſking. 
I wiſh ſhe was, as it might be ſome Comfort for 
him to have any Body to run after, if it were only 
to keep him warm. Nor need ſhe play Tig witf 
him herſelf now, except for the ſame Reaſon 
I ſuppoſe, that it muſt have been juſt ſuch a 
Summer as this, when Cloten talked of wrapping 
the Sun in a Blanket. 


But it is Time to leave off abuſing the poor old | 
Gentleman. He wilt certainly never inſpire us: 
again, if it ſhould happen to reach his Ears; 
which, however, is not. ſo much to be appre- 


hended at preſent, as he certainly is ſa much farther 
off from us than uſual, 


Adieu 


HENRY. 


LETTER 


4 
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LETTER berxxxvn. 
1 F RANCES t Hxxn v. | 


Windfor-eaft. 
Havs received Two Letters from you by the 
laſt Poſt. And fo you pretend to call me to 
Account about your Children—pray, what have 
Ito do with them? I made you 2 generous Pre- 
ſent of them the Moment they were born; and 
ſurely all Care of them ſince e, Ar 
upon the Owner. 

For to forget what we beftow.,” vou 
know the Reſt. | 

But what better could be expected of it? I have 
lived here at an idle and extravagant Expence, and 
you have ſent me no Money. Now in Caſes of 
extreme Hunger, it is ſaid that One may morally 
eat their own Fleſh, and upon this Indulgence in 
Ethics, I have diſpoſed of my Children to certain 
Kidnappers, for the Sum of Forty Pounds Sterling; 
but ſtill preſerving the Equity of Redemption in 
them, ſo far, as that if you ſhould punctually 
anſwer a Bill at Sight for the above Sum, which 
will probably be preſented to you at the ſame Time 
with this Letter, you may chance to have a Sight 


of your Brats once more before Tranſportation. 
But 
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But to be more ſerious. Fanchon has been 
Ruggaly, flick cleſe-at my Heel, ever ſince I came 
here, except ſome few. Excurſions which ſhe has 
made with our Friend Mrs. R, but why 
not her Friend? For I aſſure you ſhe has been 

As for your Son, I left him at his Academy in 
London ; but I hear that he is flaunting away at 
Ranelagh, Vauxhall, and Reviews at Hyde-park, 

Bagſhot, &c. for, which Reaſon I have wrote for 
him to come down here, and ſhall pin him to my 
Apren-/tring while I remain in theſe Quarters — 
for; though I am rendered extremely happy by 
the Account you give me of Mrs. L——'$s good 
Fortune in the Recovery of her ſtray. Sheep, I 
confeſs that I am nat quite ſo good as, Heaven, 
to rejpice over the returning Penitent, more than 
wer the unerring Juſt. 
Il I wiſh you Joy of your Philolatta, if thoſe-ty two 
Things can ſubſiſt together — whenever I. hear 
the latter Word mentioned, how natural is it to 
affix Lukewarmneſs or Apathy to the Idea ? 
Socrates ſaid that he owed all his Philoſophy to 
his Wife. Return then quickly, my dear Stoic, 
and make your own Home your Porch of Ex- 
erciſe, for the Reſt of your Life. 

I muſt tell you an odd and unaccouatable Cir- 
cumſtance I have read over your dear Ode a 

Thouſand 


—V—— ů — 
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Thouſand Times, and have ſtroye to get it by 
Heart in vain, What is the Reaſon of this? 
I could repeat « darly Advertiſer perfectly, from 
Beginning to End, after peruſing it Half a Dozen 
Times—is it the Agitation of my Heart that pre- 
vents the Exerciſe of my Memory ? or, are its 
Powers diminiſhed ? I have not the Pretence of 
Pope's faux brillant Simile for it. 


« Where Beams of warm Imagination play, 
„„ The Memory's ſoft Figures melt away.“ 

But though I cannot repeat it correctly, every 
Syllable of it is treaſured up, even in that. Part of 
me which ſhalb ſurvive the Cloud-capt Towers ;_ 
the Beauty in her Bloom; the varying Seaſons ; 
and even Time itſelf—if I die rich, this Elegy 
ſhall be ſet to Muſic, ſung over my Grave, and 
inſcribed upon my Tombſtone. Angels woul& . 
liſten to the Song. | 2h 

What a Fool I am] I cannot ſee to write any 
more. 


FRANCES, 


LETTER, 


Henry and Frances. 
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My dear Paxvy, 


Recexrver no Letter from you laſt Poſt, 

though a Pacquet came in; I do not mention - 
this in order to xeproach. you, for i hope that you 
were much better employed; but only that you 
might not imagine I had neglected to ee P 
So all alone proudy, I go. 

Your Summer”s Wonder has reached us at laſt, 
for it thundered and lightened this Morning before - 
1 was up to ſuch a Degree that I could not ſleep, 
and yet continued in Bed till paſt Nine o'Clock, 
thivering all the while, not for Fear, but with Cold. 
What ſignifies getting up, faid I, till 1 know 
whether my Life is to be my own, or no ? 

In order to explain thus Soliloquy to you, it 
may be neceſſary to acquaint you that if ever I 
chooſe to die at all (which is a Matter that I have 
not yet reſolved upon) I would certainly chooſe to 
die in my Bed, preferably to any other Situation in 
Death. Life had like to have ſlipt from me 
—[t will ave the er of * me there. 

| I ride 
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I ride out ſometimes in a Morning, and amuſed 
myſelf Yeſterday with taking a Circuit through all 
the Roads that J had formerly made myſelf in 
this Country, which I compute to be about Six 
Miles, if they were all laid together; and they are 
all very travelſeme, even at preſent, I aſſure you, 
after above Eight, Nine, or Ten Years wear and 

This Survey occaſioned many grave and ſerious 
Reflections to ariſe in my Mind, which a good 
deal affected my Spirits. The Recollection of 
paſt Times is ever attended with Melancholy, 
though filled with ever ſuch pleaſing Incidents. _ 
Sad Indulgence ! I call it an Indulgence, becauſe 
it was voluntary : For I have a Spring in my 
Mind that could have vaulted with Eaſe into more 
chearful Regions, either of Fact or Fancy; but 
the Soul loves ſametimes to reſt itſelf in Gloom, 
as the Eye relieves itſelf in Shade : There is a 
natural Reaſon for the latter, and it is enough to 
hint to your Inveſtigation. the Analogy in the 
former. | 

The Plan of my. Operations in this Kingdom 
is not ſo far advanced as that I can be yet able to 
+4. 5-25 qa tae 
ta Wy better and dearer. 


Adieu = 
Hewsxy. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCLXXXIX. 
| FRANCES to Hixxv. | 


IWindſor-coftle. | 

S it not rather extraordinary, that ever ſince the. 

Poſts and Pacquets have been multiplied, I 
have received fewer Letters, and thoſe in a more 
irregular Way, than at any 1 Period of our 
C orreſpondence ? _ 

I was rendered ſo miſcrable at not hearing from 
you this Week paſt, that I ſet out for London on 
Sunday Evening to intercept the Poſt that came in 
Yeſterday, I was over paid for my Trouble and 
Expence, by receiving a Letter from you ſo much 
carlier than I could have had it here, and returned 
back again the Moment I bad read it. 

I know that you will neither be ſurprized nor 
laugh at this Impatience, though the wiſe Ones of 
this World will think I might have waited till this 
Morning, for the mean Conſideration of ſaving a 
Guinea, But they little know either the Pains or 
Pleafures of a Love like mine. | 

The Idea of your ſurveying your own Roads 
made me melancholy - Retroſpect can only be 
agreeable ta thofe whoſe Preſpects are pleaſing. 
Qurs, 


44 LzTTERsS betweew 


Ours, indeed, I truſt in Heaven are ſo; but it 
muſt be by @ Fault (according to your own Ex- 
preſſion) into a Region beyond the Vale-of Life 
below. I am ſhamefully low-ſpirited. 

Indeed, my Harry, I am grown weary of my- 
ſelf, and of the Scene of Diſſipation and Irregu- 
larity I have unavoidably been led into fince I 
have zrretired here. But I am reſolved to dedi- 
cate the Remainder of my Time and Thoughts 
to the Works in Hand, while I remain alone at 
Windſor. I was going to ſay, Works on le 
Anvil, but that the Metaphor would have been 
imperfect, having only the Labour of the Hammer, 
without the Fuſion of the Fire, to make out the 
Compariſon, | 

Indeed I will be good for the future. Can TI 
pay a greater Compliment to Bufineſs than by 
facrificing my Pleaſure to it? And can there be 
an higher Inſtance of ſo hopeful and dull a Pur- 
poſe, than my quitting you ſo abruptly for it? 
But be aſſured, that if I ſhould omit a Poſt or 
Two, it will be owing merely to my Attention to 


you, though ſhewn in a much leſs pleaſing Way 
than by ſubſcribing myſelf, 


2h My dear Harry's faithful and aſfectianate 


FRANCES. 


P. 8. 


* 
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P. S. Do you know now, that the Word above 
Vault ſhocked me as I wrote it; it raiſed 
the Idea of a Cæmetery to me. See the Effect 
of low Spirits —but in Truth I think the 
Word is wrong ſpelt by us both, though 
Dictionaries ſupport it—it ſhould certainly 
be wrote Volta Velt—to wilt—volting, &c. 
This would preſerve its Derivation, from Vol- 
tiger, to fy, and prevent the Equivocation 
between the T'wo Terms, which ought cer- 


tainly to be avoided, whete-ever it can be done 
with grammatical Preciſion, 


— 


. — 
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HENRY to FRANCES. 


Am glad to find you ſtill remain at Windſor, 
though your Companion has left you, I dare 
ſay that you will not find Solitude irkſome to you, 
after you have ſettled a little to your Books and 
Papers. And the Calmnefs and Air of your 
Retirement (as I hope we may call it now) will 
"do both your Mind and Body good. 
Though this Weather will hardly ſuffer any 
One to be well ; for we have conſtant Rain here, 
and the few Days that pretend to be fair, are 


cold 
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cold as Winter. It clears up now. and then, juſt 
to ſhew us that it could be goed if it pleaſed, 
which but makes us the more regret its evil Dif- 
poſition, I will hold you a Wager now, I gueſs 
whom you are a thinking of at this Inſtant : It 
is her, exactly. How often have we bath lamented 
this Perverſeneſs in her! unhappy Woman ! I 
cannot help lamenting her ſtil], 

Ged forgive us this Rain, ſhould be One of 
the Prayers of our Litany at prefent. For 
Theologians ſay that national Calamities are the 
natural Conſequences of national Vices : It was 
this that induced the firſt Deluge, and I think we 
are heavily threatened with a ſecond One this 
Seaſon. 

I thank God my Diſorder is at length become 
eaſy to me. I have ſome Returns, but neither ſo 
frequent nor ſo violent. It is not impoſſible but 
I may at laſt wear or weary it out of my Conſtitu- 
tion; and if I ſhould, it would certainly be the 
moſt extraordinary Cafe in Phyſic. If Money holds, 
they fay at Play, Luck will turn; and J really think 
that my Patience has very near tired out the Per- 
ſeverance of my Diſtemper. 

I might often have faid, as Laſeu does of the 
King, He hath abandoned his Phyſicains, under 


« whoſe Practices he hath perſecuted Time with 
| «oC Flope, 
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„ Hope, and finds no other Advantage in the Pro- 
ceſs, but only the leſng of Hope iy Time.“ 
This Paſſage is taken from All is well that nds well, 
and I embrace the Omen of that Title. 


I thank you extremely for your Compliment cf | N 
the Guinea Poſtage, but. hope you will remember | N 
that you are ſtill T'wo more in my Debt. You | 
know that we had been many Years. married 1 
when I paid a Forfeit of Three once for the I. 
Pleaſure of paſſing an Evening with you, though | 
we lived conſtantly together at the «es | f 

| # 
« Tf thou rememb'reſt's not the ſlighteſt Folly 9 
« That ever Love did make thee run into, WA 
© Thou haſt not lov'd—.” 1 


Our Hiſtory would really be a curious One, to 
be circumſtantially related from the Beginning of 1 
our Lives, or to uſe a Syuanima, our Loves, All 
other Novels terminate in Matrimony; but ours 1 
began with it, and is not ended yet.“ Never 1 
ending, ſtill beginning.“ 1 

What Pity it is that there is not more of this bs 
ex poſt facto Galantry ſtirring in the World. 
T. B. is the only Huſband I have ever detected 
in ſuch clandeſtine Deings. I have ſeen him ſteal a 


Kiſs, and known him to write anonymous Verſes 
—to his Wite, 


| . 


He 


LETTERS: beaver 

He falls ſhort, however, of my Idea of this 
Matter, but has ſometimes come ſo near it, that 
I was once provoked to cry out to him in a Parody 
on Swift's Lines, 


55 


T. B. no longer is my Friend, 

Who dares to wedded Love pretend; ___. 
Which I was born to introduce, | 
Refin'd it firſt, then ſhew'd its uſe. _ 


Agreed—let you and I open an Academy in 
London forthwith, at the Court End of the Town, 
to teach this charming Science, and ſtile it the 
Bin ton of domeſtic Life. T. B. ſhall' be our 
Chaplain, This Thought ſtrikes me: I will 
borrow it for my Novel; I can throw it in as I 
am copying ; or I will lend it to you, if you 
pleaſs—ſpeak. / 

You cannot get the Stanza's by Heart, you 
fay—yes you have, my Life—they were wrote 
from mine to yours. It is not material whether 
you have got them by Memory or no. 


Adieu ! 


HENRV. 


LETTER 
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HOUGH Harry has made an Apology for 
me, though I had reſolved not to write, 
though jaded with Study, and low in Spirits, 
very low, I could not ſuffer the Poſt to go out, 
without expreſſing my ſincereſt Thanks for your 
Kindneſs, my tendereſt Wiſhes for your 1 | 
and fondeſt Hopes for your Return. 
I have ever told you that my Impatience grows 
in proportion to the Approach of any deſirable 
Event, and of courſe, I feel leſs Anxiety, though 
more Regret, on the Day you leave me, than on 
every ſucceeding One during your Abſence. I 
hope that the Return of the Poſt may increaſe the 
Momentum of my Wiſhes, by ADS them 
to a Period. 

I am glad I am fill at Windfor, fince you deſire 
it; but as I know you love Paradoxes, I may 
venture to tell you that I have ſeldom had ſuch 
bad Health or Spirits in the Bogs of Ireland, as in 
this very clear Air and elevated Situation. I am 
certainly by Nature of the Bramble Stock, and was 

Vor. VI. C born 
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born to thrive iu a heavy Soil and damp: Climate. 
Perhaps theſe Rains may be of Service to your own 
Shrub ; your little Go-by the Ground unnatural 
Conſtitutions require unnatural Weather. {- 
IL chank you for the Bon ton Hint you offer me, 
but I will have no Patch-work Buſineſs of it: 
Not only your Stile and Manner, but even your 
very Ideas are of 'a different Species from mine : 
The only Thing in which we ſeem at all to come 
upon a Level, is in Paſſages, of Senſibility—yet 
even here, there is this remarkable. Difference 
between us, that your Tenderneſs lies moſtly in 
the Thought, mine rather more in the Expteſſion. 
Beſides, our Provinces in Life are different 
yours the dedrinal, and mine the practical Part. 
Do you frame Rules for good Wives, whije I give. 
Examples of them, which 1 ſhall ever endeavour 


to do both in my Lite and Writings—you, will 


find ſome Inſtances in wy preſent Work. long 
umpatiently to ſee our's, F 

It is really ſurprizing, and Wann world 
will not credit it, what lint” Albfiznce either you 
or 1 have taken'or given tb Uh cher In Gur 
literaty Exeiciſes ; ad fil, "iow much leſs (if 
Nething can be dimidiiſhed) we have received from 
others. LDL EVE JO oy „esd 1 2. 
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"You, IEnow, are too Kitty for fuch Helps ; 
but] confeſs my on Wedkiiefs and Iridotence ſo 
far as to ackwowledge thiat I ſhould de b 
thankful to Man, Woman, - or Chit that Was 
able and willing to afſiſt me. Ivo, not faffer 
any One to torte, but I ſhould be much obliged 
to any Body who would hint for me. © 
There are Three gubjects in your laſt Letter, 


which happening to fall under one View together, 


have occaſioned certain Reflections to ariſe in my 
Mind, which might raiſe Doubts in any One elſe 
but myſelf: The Two Firſt of them are bad 
Weather and your own ill Health—your Philoſo- 
phy exerts itfelf moſt againſt Misfortunes, and you 
generally ſpeak npon thefe 'Two Topics with more 
Wit and Spirit than on any other, except the 
Third—which is "myſelf: What a Thought is 
this for Malice or Melancholy to add to the Art 
of ingenioufly tormenting ! Did you ever read that 
Book ?, It is a fad Picture of human Life, The 
Lady you hint At in the ſame Letter was a perfect 
Miſtreſs of that moſt helliſh Science. | 

Upon my Hanour I did not intend to pen a 


Second Paragraph when I ſpread this Paper. I de- 
clare that I have even wrote away my Fatigue, as 


One who has overwatched themſelves drives way 
C 2 | Sleep, 
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Sleep. You are actually a Gipſex—lead me but 
once in, and you are ſure to exhauſt my poor 
Budget. But I will have done now, leſt you 
ſhould find out the Longitude in my Letter, and the 
perpetual Motion in my Prate: Though, as it is the 
Fondneſs of my Heart that dictates, the ſame Sen- 
ſation I doubt not will make you read it with De- 
light. Do not tell me I am too vain. 


Ae, my more than Life ! my deareft Bleſſing ! 
Adieu 7 _ ps * 4 
FRANCES. 


P. S. I have taken the Liberty to change the 
Word Bite to Nip in my Elegy—for it ſhall 


be mine when I can never read it more. 


. 1 . 1 - o * 
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HENRY to FRANCES. 


, Have received your Son's Excuſe for your 
not writing, and your own much better Apo- 
Togy for writing, at the ſame Time. You did not 
look over his Letter—I ſend it back to you that 
you may point out to him ſome improper Phraſes, 
and peculiar Modes of Kakogrophy. But the 
| 7 whole 
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whole Turn and Sentiment of the Letter is Plea- 
fant—Pmbrade; and bleſs the dear Boy for me. 
What you fay, with regard to the V:n-affiftance 
we have received in ourWritings, is very true—the 
Authors of the laſt and former Æras uſed to club 
their Wits, and lay their Heads together, in order 
to poliſh and refine their Works: This muſt 
have been a vaſt Advantage to them think of 


Switt's ſtriking out Two- hundred, adding Two- | 
hundred, and altering Two-hundred L ines, in his 3 
Baucis and Philemon, upon the Hints and Advice | 1 
of his Friends. if 

The Antients never publiſhed any Piece till 1 
after they had laid it by Nine Years, and had i 
Ninety-nine Rehearſals of it among ſelect Audi- 1 
ences of the cotemporary Wits, or Writers of 4 


their Times: This was being /ow I grant you, 
but it was being ſure alſo : Such Aſſiſtance is 


not to be had now-a-days, for the Generality of 1 
modern Penmen may juſtly make the Reply at i 
Drau- Gloves, that they have but little for them- ; | 
ſelves, and leſs for you. bl 
Poor Wilkes! Six Months, One, Two, Three,” | 
Five, or Seven Years, are the uſual Terms of [2 


Impriſonment, according to: different Degrees of 4 
Crimes; but Twenty-two Months ſeems to be an 
extraordinary Sentence. I wonder, ſince they 

C 3 departed 
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departed from the uſual: Gaol Numbers, they did 
not make it Ferty-fue z they might have done this 
by the Rule of Adeptcon at leaſt ; and even a bad 
Rule, like a bad Reaſen, an to de hatten ban 
none. ide. ch a » 

They are going to bearb. Bingly famous too; 
his Speech is admirably drawn up. By what Rule 
of Court they would not ſuffer him to ſpeał it, ar 
denied à Man the natural Liberty of pleading. for 
himſelf, I cannat ſay, for indeed I begin to fd 
myſelf moſt ſhametfully ignorant in our Laws, as 
they have lately been decided upon. 22 

However, L am ſorry to ſee that there 16.4 Spirit 
of Diſcontent Tiſing in a braws, though we are 
judged not to be à free, People, and I am much 
airaid that theſe Things may not end . quietly. 
I charge neither the laſt nor preſent Miniſters 
with the Blame, for I confeſs an equal Ignozance 
in the 4rcaza Imperi, as in the Laws. I have read 
Fl: ifiory, priſci canſcius vi, and that 18 all the 
Science I pretend o. 

Rouſſeau, who ſets up for underſianding- the 
Nature of Government better than me, ſays, 
that The People never rebel againſt the Laws, 
&« unleſs the Rulers themſelves have begun firſt to 
« infringe them in ſome Reſpect or other. In 


5 China they have an as Policy founded 
upon 


Hemy amd Prantei. 
upon is Principle, for hene ver ih Provinte 1 
revolts, they always begin Witti! puniſhing the 0 1 
Governor Something analogous-10 tfißs 4 
Swift's Panly Diſcipline, who ſaid; that . Whert- | 
© ever the Children are froward, the Parthfs K 
*©-ought to be vhipped for it.” But perhaps the ; 
Fault may not be in the Governors, bur in the 


Government itſe}, as Harrington ſays. The & 
Error may pofſibly lie in the firſt Concoctidn, 1 
which may never be remedied til} either the King, | 
„ nnn Y 
have. MITE! i 
Some en Politicians think, W if þ 
"Witkes ſhould be forgiven his Miſdemeanours, F 
real or imputed, and ſet at Liberty, all the War- in 
fare between Minifters and People would be foon. i 


at an End. I am not fare of that t would not 
probably be fo much taken for Favour as Fear, and 
might tempt the Populace perhaps to exact more 
material Condeſcenſions upon ſuch Preſumption. 
Clemency 1 is certainly a truly royal Virtue, 

The Emperor Sizifmund faid, that The beſt 
« Way of deſtroying an Enemy, was by making 
e him your Friend.” Do you remember my 
mga Arithmetick on the fame Subject? ? This 


« 
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may be tiled the Sul lime of Generoſity. But then 
the Laws ought never to be relaxed at the Voice 
of Tumuit. a | 

The Scheme of Policy above-mentioned makes 
a Story occur to me which I do not mean to make 
any invidious Application of: A Capuchin Friar 
once at Venice petitioned the States to prevail on 
the Pope-to recommend it to God to forgive the 
Devil, and receive hirn into Favour apain—which 
he ſaid, would effectually prevent the Luſts of the 
Fleſh from warring againſt the Grace of the Spirit 
I like your Alteration very well, even tho. g 
Shakeſpear ſays, Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh.” — 
You-may do what. you pleaſe with your own Elegy 
(as you have a Right to call it) and I am ſur- 
prized it ſhould want no other Correction; for I 
wrote it, as I do every Thing, extempore, and 
with a Heart and Mind moſt intimately affected 
from hs Alarm of your Letter. 


Aden 


HENRY. 


i * 


reer 
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CETTER: — | 
F Faaucts ro Hereny-” 1 


0 n * 
I Was gong to ay Ie Triumphe,: but Io Pæan I 
do ling, at having tiniſhed Eugenie at laſt. I 
have brought all the Perſonages of the Drama 
decently together, at the End of the Fifth Act, 
and left them ready to dance a Cotillon. I feel 
myſelt ſo light and airy upon this Oecaſion, that 
[ could make One of the Set myſels,, Py 1 
had only Mrs. JVinifred for my Partner. 
To-morrow the poor little Orphan is -to be 
heard without Counſel before-the Bar of Drury- 
lane—indeed—indeed, ſhe will ſuſtain a'confider< 


a © 


able Loſs. by your Abſenc —how many Paſſages 


did I want to conſult you upon ! You ſhould have 


been here to have drawn up her Defence at leaſt, 


or what would have been ſtill better, have left leſs 
Foundation for the many Mrits of Errer which 
may probably be brought againſt her. 

But I think ſhe may boaſt a Friend in Court, 
whoſe experienced Candor and Kindnei will (if 
ſhe has any Merits) afford her a clear Stage, and 
nag without Favour : Upon this Confidence I rat, 
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and the bare Refledtion on it has already overpaid 
all my Labour. 

I am dull in Poſſethon, of this Caftle, but would 
return to London immediately, 3 
to begin the; World again with. Thus, 
very expenſve Situation to me, and has 
Ea N. 
CEconomy,. which were my only Objects i it. 
All the Caſh you ſent me has been either ſpent, vr 
lent, before this. and I muſt ſtand upon my De- 
fence in the Citadel, till you ſend ſufficient Forces 
to rai/e the Siege, or come to my Relief yourſelt. 

This laſt is a pleaſant Thought, and with it, 
and the fincereft Affection, I ſhall conclude my- 
ſeif in Siekneſs or in Health, in à Palace or a 
Priſon, . N 


Frances... , 


P. S. My worthy, Friend, Mr, Gataker, is irs 
a Decay, ſpits Blood, and is given over by 
his Phyſicians: This Account has already 
begun to hurt thoſe Eyes which he ſo an 
cure |. | 
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wers you Je r your Man e Los 
have you had of me dn this:Occafion ? All 


Jour Writings, and your Son n 


eee wo An 2 


koew how it would be withetuy > Ws the 


55 ſetting ont, though I could not find. in my 
Heart to tell her ſo: That ſhe would idle Time, 


Cicumſtances, that it would not anfwer ay One 
Article of her Project: But my hotteſt Son n- 
feſſes it berſelf, fo that all the Difference between 
us now is, that I was wiſe at firſt, and ſhe at laſt. 


wen then, it now appears you need my Hel 
Go to, then—you come to me, and 10 


* $hylech,. we would have Mosies— : 


And hint at a certain ftrong Apertment in Wind- 
ſor, which you may ſoon become Tenant to. 
Why, ſo much the better, my little Prodigal the 
Friends of your extravagant and idle Genius's 
Mve ſometimes kindly thrown them into a Gaol, 

C6 3 


ſquander. Money, and waſte Health by her Ex- 
aurſion. I knew from-the Situation, and other 
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to make them redeem themſelves; this will make 
vou become One of Solomon's goed Wives, 
whoſe Feet remained within her Threſhold, |. and 
this will alſo ſerve to ſtrengthen your Affection 


for me, for if you were my fend F riend before, 
you will be my t One now. 7 

But, ſuppoſe, that while you may yet have 
your Legs at Liberty, you - ſhould perform, 2 
Pilgrimage to Thomas 2 Becket's * ſhrine —if 
Faith and goed IWorks can fave a Sinner, he has 
One, and you the other. Go to then, tranſmute 
thy Fame into Credit, and Tat Mnies for thy- 
felf—thou haſt a Mintage in thy Brain, and a 
Coinage in thy Speech, and yet haſt Conſcience to 
aſk Money from a poor Scholar. 

'You fee I can jeſt with one Misfortune more 
than you Hinted at in a late extraordinary Para- 
graph of yours; it is by much the beſt Mode of 
Philoſophy. I have almoſt laughed Pain and 
Diſtreſs out of Countenance already—] am ſure at 
leaſt, that they wear very different Faces to Mirth 
and Melancholy. And why ſhould they ſtaud 
the Buffeting of finewy Arms and Hearts of Con- 
#overſy, when there are ſo wany Unfortunates, 
who are ready with open Arms to receive their 
Gripe, and lodge them in their Boſoms ? 


24 DO 


® The ons of her Bookſeller, 


I will 
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61 
I will tell you the Things that abe me 


merry: 1 laugh at the Ambition of Kings; I 
laugh at Titles, though I reſpect Dignities, £ 


« For where there i is no Difference in Many Wort, 
« Titles are Jeſts,” fy KA N e 


«Ny 


1 laugh at the Fe: ear of Death ; in ho and at 
the Senſe of Pain, Sickneſs, Poverty, or _ Diſtreſs 
in myſelf; finally, I rejoice at the Mirth or Hap» 
pineſs of all the World that enjoys them, _ + 

But now I am ſerious, I cannot get an Engliſh 
Bill in theſe Quarters, but [ ſhall forthwith, remit 
what Money I have up to Dublin, to anſwer 
whatever Draft will ferve your preſent Purpoſe, 
which obſerve, you are to draw upon. me for- at 
the Houſe of Mr. Wybrants, to make a Draws, 
bridge, or Br; 'dge of Gold, to faciliate your e 
from the Garriſon aforeſaid. 4 

By your Expreſſion. of beginning the World 
again, I hope you do not mean to renew a ran- 
tipole Life, if 4 Lapſe can be called a Renetuul, 
when you return to London. If you render 
yourſelf an old Woman before your Time, take 
Notice that I am of the Match ; for I live ſo 
ſoberly in my Meals, and ſo regularly in my 
Hours, that I am actually within Twenty Years 

| | of 
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of deeoming young again, er 
plump and as ſleek; as a Bridegroom. 
So much by way of in trrrarrm. ebe 


one Secret that I wauld, nat ſuffer. you", 16, be 


acquainted wich for the ſaid Twenty Years Pur- 
chaſe; which is, that if you were as old as the 
Witch: of Endor, and I as young as Jonathan, 
you would ſtill have Charm for me, and we 
would ſpell and put together to the End of our 
Lives. Anm— 1 thee to hiar ns, 
goed Lord ! 

All this Houſehold are gone off wakes Coley 
Ele&tion at Kilkenny, and I have paſſed ſome 
Days here quite alone, without complaining ; for 
F never yet thought a Day too long, nor any 
Place too folitary for me. However, I ſhalt ride- 
over à le Voilmage To-morrow; not to fly 
from Solitude, but to enjoy Society 

The Biſhop of C——— is come into this 
Country, and I ſhall go over to fee him in a Day 
or Two; and if he returns ſoon Home, I ſhall go 
with him for a Week or Ten Days, as my 
Buſineſs will afford me ſo much Vacation; and 
the only Way 1 have to be even with Delay, is 
to ſpend the Interval as pleaſantiy as I ca. 

Though I much fear that this Weather will 
hardly indulge us in ſueb a Jaunt, for the Rains 

| are 
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ure ſo exceſſive that all our Hopes ae founded: 
at preſent in the old Covenant of the Rainbow. 
We have had already more than Forty Days Rain, 
even Forty-five; but we do not value ſach Things- 
-how-a-days, as the Form of the World has been 
quite changed ſince. the Deluge. It is now convex, 
and the Rain muſt run of as faſt as it falls; but it 
muſt certainly have been concave at the Time of 
-Neeb, and ſo of courſe filled like a * 
But enough, of Yoltairean Impertinence. 

There is a- Cloſeneſs in the Air too that al- 
moſt ſuffocates One, for the Sun has warmly re- 
ſented my cold Deſcription of him lately, ſo that. 
I dare not ftir abroad for fear of being ſcalded by 
the Rain, which was more than I aſked for in. 
the Philoſophy of a former Letter upon this Ar- 
tiele. This Weather keeps us- conſtantly in hot 
Water, which helps the Fruits of the Earth to- 
ripen, but without Flavour; for the Apricots, 
Plums, and Cherries, UR. * have been 
baked, are only borled.. 211 

I moſt, heartily Sieve fo poor Mr. Gatalen 
He ſhall not dir—as Uncle Toby ſwears—a-Phy- 
ſteianꝰs Sentente is not*Fate, whatever their Recip#s 
are, They lied about” riſe above Ten Years ago, 
May mus de their Prectdent here? 
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Bleſſing to our Children, and Love to our 
Friends. My Sentiment ig — to 
wa a and Gratitude... , 


fo 
*GFOR LUBE - 13 2Þ 
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— "LETTER Dexcv. 
FRAN CES fe Henay. 


Wi ndſor-caflle.. 

TOTHING i in the World could keep up my 
Spirits but your charming Letters: Their. 
Effects far exceed thoſe which are attributed to 
the Grand Llixir that can but lengthen Life; 
they make it happy, and are indeed the only 
Balm that can aſſuage the Pangs of Abſence. _ 

I am delighted with the Chearfulneſs of your” 
Spirits—in a Perſon of your Senſe this muſt be 


a certain Sign of your Virtue; but in the Nature 


of your Philoſophy, it is not, alas! ſo ſure a. 


Token of your Health. I am pleaſed with the 
Idea of your Juveneſcence, 2 ſhould not be 


much grieved at my decli ni ning. 10 the Lak. merely. 


on account of Life itſelf ; for there i is nothing in it 


b #4; a. 


that 
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that could»make me-wiſh it prolonged but your 
Affection; and as you are ſo kind to promiſe me 
that Bleſſing, as well in Age as Youth, I ſhall be 
the leſs ſolicitous about Slzetneſs. You are grow- 
ing fat, you fay, and J am growing thin, tans 
11.4cux for both of us. 

1 wiſh your Friend Succeſs in his Election 
with all my Heart, becauſe he deſerves it. I 
know nothing of this Matter though myſelf, but 
I have the beſt Rule in the World to judge it 
trom, which is your Fondneſs for him. 

We have Rains here as hot and heavy as yours. 
Laſt Week, being fair, was öroiling; and this 
being foul, is boiling, as you ſay. I prefer the 
firſt Kind of Weather; for as Bentley is made to 
ſay, in his Diſpute with Orrery about the Epiſtles 
of Phalaris, “J had rather be rogied than 
t boiled.” | 

Methinks it is the Error of the Moon, for the 
Changes and Re-changes oft, but fuffers the 


Weather ſtill to preſerve its Conſtancy. Have 
Oberon and his fairy Queen had a ſecond Quar- 
rel *? or has Proſerpine been raviſhed again, 
pray you + ? 


. Mifanmer Night's Dream, Act II, Scene 2. 
+ Ceres curſed the Land upon that Event. 


N. N iv 
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I had a Letter lately from London, which gives 
a ſtrange mad Account f #) #811 ® 
SS = „„ „ W » + W ®S 
It is a melancholy Thing that even Folly is not 
2 Protection from Lunacy, whith reminds me 
of the Scripture Phraſe, that from him obo hath 
little, even that Little ſhall be taken away. 

I dined at Sunning Yeſterday ; Fanny is there, 
and Mrs. R-—— wilt not part with her—ſhe is 
at the Height of human Felicity in that Place; 
and as this World is not quite brimful of Hap- 
pineſs, I would not leſſen her Portion of it by 
bringing her home. A Parent's Love is a Thing 
of courſe; but a Stranger's Affection is more 
rare, and more choice therefore, in the Minds of 
Children. But either my Son's Senſe or Years 
have riſen above this Weakneſs ; he ſtays con- 
ſtantly with me, ſtudies hard, is nally attentive 
to his Books and me, and is in every Thing a 
dear Boy. 

I have been writing hard all Day at my Novel 
to have it finiſhed before you come over. Neither 
my Head or Heart can ever be tired of converſing 
with you; but my Hand, how diſobliging, refuſes 


to let me ſay more, than that I am, 3 
what, 


FRANCES, | 


P. 8. 
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F. S. J had like to forget acknowledging the 


+ *Receipt of your Letter of Credit —but I 
all take care to nete the Contents, and Tend 
ad — ras H all the World would take 
Counſel, as kindly as I am certain you will 
cept of this, the Millenium were _—y 
__ on Earth. 
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P65 County Eledtion is, not. over yet, and 
it is. not known which Way it will, turn, 
This Butte, wich another Particular that will 
occur to you upon this Occabon, bring hack old 
Times to my Mind anew. The ſame anxious 
Purſuits after thoſe Vanities of Life revived in my 
Friend, which have long ſince been buried in the 
Grave with my, poor Kinſman, from whole Me- 

mory I cannot, would not, refrain this Tear. 
I feel as if I was, now ſtanding on the Verge 
between, two Worlds, and, Jer bke, looking 
by Turns backward to the former, and forward 
on the preſeut one. I begin of late to find my- 
ſelf 
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ſelf in a Situation of Lite that is extremely u. 
ſome and uncomtartable to me —$99 young for the 
Old, and toe old. for the, Young, I bus am I become 
as it were an Outcaſt from Society; and; would 
chooſe to retire (if poſſible) fox a few. Nearsz till I 
may be ſufficiently qualified for the full, of, theſe 
Claſſes, which I am ſiudying hard to prepare 


myſelf for. 

But the converſing with, and the reflecting on 
my dear Ethelinda *, renews my Life and baffles 
Age Time —— his Glaſs at me in vain, I 
ſhall never grow old while I can live with or re- 
member her. 


„ What's in the Brain that Ink may charaQer, | 
«Which hath not figured to thee my true Spirit? 
« What's new to ſpeak, what new to regiſter, 
„That may expreſs my Love, or thy dear Merit! 
% Nothing, ſweet Love. But yet like Pray'r divine, 
„%] muſt, each Day, repeat the very ſame ; 
„ Counting no old Thing old, thou mine, I thine, 
Even as when firſt I hallowed thy fair Name,” 


I haye a vaſt Reverence for old Poetry—it is 
richer than the new, though not ſo neat. I pre- 
fer a tarniſhed Guinea to a burniſhed Shilling, 


Her firſt nom d Amour, See the Firſt Series, 
J have 
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I have finiſhed the fair Copy of my Novel. 

Two large Volumes appeared to be an unſur- 

mountable Work: But though the Life of Man 

is ſhort, a great deal may be done in it, provided 
One does not over ſſeep themſelves. 

Copying is a dull and heavy Taſk, but T have 
always found its Uſes in it. I had read the whole 
Manuſcript over firſt, without making the leaſt 
material Alteration in it ; but in the Tranſcribing 
made an Hundred One reads fafter than they 
write; and the Leiſure which this latter affords 
(bke Time gained by Stutterers) gives Opportu- 
nity for Recollection. So that I think it would be 
an Improvement upon the Rule of Horace, in- 


ſtead of keeping a Work by you for Nine * 
to copy it over as many Times. 


All of Le Voiſinage that are not at. «this 
Election dined together To-day, and are now - 


opening their Hearts and Mouths in joint Com- 
pliment to my beſt, my only Love. 


AMT 


HENRY. 
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ERE am'T bling TOE expiring with 
Heat, nay, and almoſt rejoicing that your 
are not ſtretched upon the ſame Gridiron with me. 
I thould not deferve Pity, if this Purgatory were 
mv” Choice, preferring it to the Elyſian Fields of 
bor but my Anxiety about you, from the 
Day of your Letters, has brought me hither ; fo 
„at this Rate I ſhall ſoon get out of your 
ar Three Guinea Debt, my generous Creditor, 
no makes himſelf wy Debtor fall for what he 


lends. 

1 have received a Letter from you that gives me 
Reaſon to believe our Correſpondence will be ſoon 
brought to an End—T find it impoſſible to anſwer 
the Kindneſs of your Letters I could indeed find 
in my Heart to do ſo for ever, but my other 
Powers fail me. What a Triumph may you boaſt, 


who have been able to ſtop a Woman's Mouth, 
and humble her Vanity, with Praiſe! I ſhall be- 
come the Wiman killed with Kindneſs * at lat; 


0 * Title of an old ſer 


for 
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for ſtopping a Woman's Mouth is ſtopping her 
Breath, you. h Narr 

I thall return to Windſor To-mdtrow for a few 
Days, and them accept of Mrs. Rs Invita- 
tion to_Synning for Part of the Summer; for 
this ſudden Turn of Heat has rendered London 
infupportable. It has been very unhealthy "for 
ſome Time paſt; and though Windſor has not 
agreed with me as well as might have been ex- 
pected, I am certain I ſhould not be now alive if 
I had remained here, 

And after all, upon a Scrutiny into my Ex- 
pences, I find I have not ſpent above Ten Pounds 
more in my Country Hoſpitality than I muſt have 


done here—excluſive of my Funeral Expences, 


which muſt have come to that Difference at leaſt : 

So that upon the Whole, I hope you will think 
yourſelf ge Loſer : For as for me, like an old 
Manſon-houfe, I rate myſelf at nothing in the 


Purchaſe. . 


1 azo going to Son. malls. Ch + meet 


Mrs. Brooke, I am told that I ſhall like her ex- 
tremely. She is ſenſible and unaffected— an un- 
affected Wit is rara Avis. Is not that a black 
Swan? But in Alluſion to a F emale Wit, would 
not a white Crow be a juſter Image? Do not you 
Men think them all arrant Scare-corows ? 


I muſt 
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1 muſt, have done — the Heat ouerpowers me. 
It is difficult to be ſenſihle in bet S On 
les away, tgo, much, inte, biin. -But. 1 
mal feaſt on ee preſently, wbigh gay, perhaps 
enable me to be witty, though the Erxoſt of Zambia 
could not make me wiſe. A O ln Mer 
Vou may perceive that 1 Jam all this * 
writing as ſillily as if I was under the Line; but 
neither Heat or Cold can make any Change. * 
Thermometer of that Affection with which Jos 
unalterably yours, Ms Ww 
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Ham to F RANCES, 


? 


" Parnly. ” 
Have been to ſee the Biſhop, and have the 
Pleafure to acquaint you that he appears to be 

in perfect Health. He was often ill in London, 

and has been a good deal ſo fince he came over, 
particularly when I was wich him at his Dean- 


ery. 
10 
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know that he uſed ſometimes to give himſelf Airs, 
by pretending to have ſuch a Cholic 25 mine: 
My Property in this peculiar Diſorder is excluſive 
chere never was another Patent of the Kind, 
except the One that Charles. the Second ordered 
to be made out to a famous Equilibriſt, licenſing 
him to ſtand upon his Head on the Pinnacle of 
St. Paul's, which no one elſe was to attempt en 
Pain of Death. 

I hope our Friend's Looks are as fincere as his 
Heart, when he looks well—and who knows but 
he was only practiſing the provs Fraud of Sixtus 
Quintus, in order to the Popedom, and then threw 
alide his Crutches, He returns Home To-morrow, 
and carries me with him!  *: 1 

My Diſorder had ſlept fo long that I began to 
hope it was its laft Slumber, I could ride an Hoyr 
after Breakfaſt, and walk in about Two Hours 
after Dinner. I felt myſelf a Sampſon in Health 
and Vigour till Yeſterday Morning, when 1 be- 
came a Sampſon Agen! es indeed, and continued 
on the Rack till late at Night; but at length I 
overcame the Philiſtine, and without Injury to the 
Pillars of that Temple in which thou art daily 
worſhipped. 
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We are Ireland the Great, or Great Ireland, 
as well as Great Britain, for our Poſts go and 
come to and from all Parts of the Kingdom daily 
at preſent, ſo that if you were now in Dublin, our 
Correſpondence would be to my Love and from my 
Love both Night and Day. An Expreſs may 
now be ſent from one End of the Kingdom to the 
other by the common Poſt for a Groat. 

I received your Letter refle&ing on the Heat of 
the Sun—why, you ſpeak worſe of his Warmth 
than I did of his Coldneſs—but I have an Idea of 
your Feeling, and ſuſpe& ours to be but a Kind 
of baſtard Wit; for I confeſs that I have ever 
received more Inſpiration from a good Winter's 
Fire, than from the moſt reſplendent Rays of 
Phoebus. 

But be of good Cheer; it is reported of Mil- 
ton, that he could never write a Line in Summer, 
Heat may be of Service to ſome Genius's yet 
an Injury to others. There are Conſtitutions in 
Wit. We may ſay of the Sun what ſome Poet 
does of another Subject of Inſpiration, 


* For properly Love 1ipens the Fool's Wit; 
* But turns wiſe Men to Fools by over rip'ning it.“, 


You 


— — * 


G—T)— — — — 
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Vou mention your dining with the charming 
Ch Xx ; I have eraſed the Epithet—it was ſuper- 
Auous, and not like my Manner of Writing. 
When I ſay, my Fanny, what Expreſſion of 
Fondneſs can I add, except a Tear ? You have 
poſſeſſed the Strength of my TR n now 
the Weaknels of it. 

Le Voiſinage dined here To-day. Ld 7" 
Ld D—, cum multis, I begin juſt now to 
find that I have drank enough, therefore cannot 
ſay enough how much I love you. A Man muſt 
be perfecily ſober to love you as he ought—your 
Merit can ſupply Enthuſiaſm for itſelf. 

Come, here's my Toaſt before I go 


Love without Libertiniſm, 
And Liberty without Licentiouſnels, 


Amen, and Adieu! »y Fanny. Bleſſing to 


my Children I double my Prayers for them, as 
yours, In vino veritas is the Proverb for it. 

No—not Scare-craw—we are not fo much 
afraid of ye—but we think ye Scald-craws—that 
is the Truth of it—though this is not my In vine 
—you know of old— 


HexRY, 
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LETTER DCXCIX. 


FRANcES to Henry. 


Windſor. 


I Ger no Letters from you, though they tell me 
here that you have ſeven Poſts a Week, and as 


many Pacquets, eſtabliſhed of late in Ireland—1 
fancy they wait for one another, though Time 
and Tide (which ſhould be their Maſters) wait 
for no Man. 

This is the laſt Day of Three long Months— 
for it is that Quarter of the Year in which the 
longeſt Days are—ſince we parted, and yet you 
ſpeak not of returning—though what you may 
have been talking of for theſe Ten Days paſt I 
know not, 

The Tenderneſs of my Regret at our frequent 
and tedious Separations increaſes with my Years— 
Need I give the Reaſon ! my Solicitudes grow 
ſtronger as I become weaker to reſtrain them— 
this Thought is gloomy, and I dare not dwell 
upon it. 

I am juſt returned from Fr with. my 
amiable Ch—— at Salt-hill. I wiſh I could have 
brought her Home with me—you would not have 

| had 
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had ſo diſmal a Letter. If the Reſt of the World 
were but Half as agreeable, one would never be 
weary of Life. Perhaps it is better as it is — for 
ſince we muſt quit it, why ſhould we forge new 
Chains to bind us, already too much enſlaved ? 

I feel, like you, a Sort of generous Satisfaction 
in writing to my Dear Harry, when I have not 
any Letter to anſwer—it flatters me with the Idea 
of conferring a Favour, while the other too much 
reſembles the mercantile Commerce of diſcharging 
Bills when due. 

But in this, or any other Mode of Correſpond- 
ence between us, I too ſenſibly feel the Inſolvency 
of my own Fund to continue the Traffic; but 
as I already owe more to my generous Creditor than 
ever I ſhall be able to pay, what Prudence or 
CEconomy need reſtrain me from incurring ſtill 
new Incumbrances ? You offered once to take the 
whole Debt of the Nation upon you—T would 
not be outdone in Liberality, 

I had a Letter from our dear P=— this Week, 
ſhe ſays ſhe is much better, and purpoſes ſoon to 
return to England, I ſhall be happy to ſee her— 
ſhe is One of my Few—ſhe would help me to 
bear your Abſence. 

But I will aſk no more importunate (which 
comprehends impertinent) Queſtions, about your 

D 3 not 
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not writing or coming to me; but be aſſured that 
your Silence is the moſt painful Source of my 
Anxiety at preſent—becauſe I ſhould think, that 
this at leaſt was a Grievance which might be 
within your Power to remedy, 


„Like as the Culver on the bared Bough 
« Sits mourning for the Abſence of her Mate; 
&© And in her Song ſends many a wiſhfal Vow 
% For his Return, that ſeems to linger late; 
« Sol alone, now left diſconſolate, 
« Mourn to myſelf the Abſence of my Love, 
% And wand'ring here and there all deſolate, 
geek with my Plaints to watch that mourns / 
ful Dove.” 


My ſweet Spenſer, 


2. + $5 2 * 
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All Bl:ffings await my deareſt Harry, meſi 
fervently prays his fond and low ſpirited 
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LET T.-L R .DCC. 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


Windſor. 


F T E R ſome painful Struggles with my- 

ſelf I have fat down to write to you once 
again, though do I not appear to have Reaſon to 
doubt whether you either expect or deſire to hear 
from me any more? Let that be as it may, I muſt 
tell you, that I think it more inexcuſable in you, 
than it could poſſibly be in any other Perſon, ſo 
intirely to neglect me of late. When you firſt 
went I uſed to hear from you once a Week at 
leaſt. 

Writing is to moſt People a Labour to you it 
is merely a Sport, why then ſhould you deny 
yourſelf an Amuſement, only to withhold an In- 
dulgence from me ? But I have hitherto had no 
Reaſon to complain, nor do I mean to do more 
than expoſtulate at preſent. However, I am 
tempted to inform you that I am till in being, 
and ſtill ſtationed at Windſor, where I might 
ſpend my Time rather pleaſantly, if I had but 
Health or Spirits to enjoy cheerful Society, 

14 But 
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But the Labour and Anxiety of Body and 
Mind I have fo lately undergone, have injured 
them both extremely; and ſome diſagreeable and 
unexpected Circumſtances Which have occurred 
ſince my laſt Letter, and which I ſhall not men- 
tion in this, will not much contribute to their 
Cure. | fs 
And yet I think I could be happy if I were not 
denied my favourite Cordial (the Panacea of all 
my Ills) your Health-reſtoring Letters. I haye 
been uſed to Medicine; and Nature, grown jealous 
of thy Art, ſuffers me to pine without your Re- 
cipẽs. | ed 

I but reproach myſelf while I ſeem to upbraid 
you—have they not been my conſtant Regimen, 
my Epicurean Feaſt, for more than Twenty Years? 
The more I need them now. Good loft, 
«© weighs more in Grief than gained in Joy.” 
Such Food as yours “ increaſes Appetite by that 
dit is fed on.” 7 am an Invalid, and theſe are 
my Medicines *. I muſt borrow your Words to 
expreſs my own Ideas. 

But I ſaid that I would not complain. I ſhall 
keep my Word by finiſhing my Letter, and ſub- 
ſcribing myſelf my dear Harry's fond, but too 
impatient 
FRANCES, 
® Gordian Knot. 
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E arrived here fake, but e 
Weather. Our Friend is the ſame Kind 
of good-humoured affable Perſon he was in 
Craven- Street. He is extremely hoſpitable and 
affable, and I dare ſay will be much liked and 
reſpected in this Country. 

They will not ſend me any Letters from you. 
Some Nero has taken Poſſeſſion of the Poſt Office, 


and envies the Happineſs of Arria and Petus, 


Perhaps theſe Deluges may have. ſwallowed up 
the Poſt-boys, We are obliged to have Fires 


here in the Latitude of F ifty-two, and almoſt- in 


the Dog Days. They ſay a Fire is an agreeable 
Companion; but 1 Ay more at Jn it is 2 
warm Friend. 


Such Weather as t this, at ſuch a Seaſon pe the? 


Year, inexpectata bis, ingrata, would be ſhocking. 
even in a Deſart, where One had nothing to 


ſuffer from except the immediate 1 Senſation ; * 
but it is truly alarming in a . and inhabited: 


Country like this. 
I cannot help grieving, nor would Lifl could, 
for the Misfortune of the World, though, alas! 
D 5 J am 
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Jam net Owner of a Bit of Land ſo big as a 
Lacedemonian Letter &. 

I have had ſome Apparitions ſince I came here— 
I have met with Perſons I thought long ſince dead, 
becauſe they were out of Sight and Memory, 
I ſuppoſe that I might have panes to them alſo 
for the ſame Reaſon, ' 
My Heart 'warined to this Place as I entered it. 
About an Hundred and Fifty Years ago I ſpent a 
"Bummer here, it was in Berkley's Time. I have 
had the Pleaſure of knowing One great Man in 
my Life. How many Men will die without 
ſeeing ſuch another 
I never was in an eaſier Houſe in my Life, 
for ſuch a Pilgrim as I am. Neither Drink, Play, 
Suppers, nor Conſtraint on one's Time. I live 
as I ſhould do in a Monaſtery, and uſe as little 
Exerciſe. 

I do not like writing to you of late, and yet I 
ſeldom neglect it; it gives me a greater Uneaſineſs 
at our Separation than at any other Time— 
except when I lie down. 

My Love to my dear Wife, and Bleſſing to 
vur Children. 

Adieu, my Life! 
HEVRY, 


* A Pallage quoted by Lerginus. 
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HENRY to FRANCES, 


Cloyne.. 

Have not got any Letter from you ſince I 

came here. This Regulation has made the 
Pacquets and Poſts irregular. They have been put 
out of their old Track abruptly, and have not had 
Time to. ſettle themiſelves in the new One. Chair- 
men keep ſhuffling in their Gait before they get 
into their Trot. | 

I have had another Afparition Yeſterday. I 
dined at a Neighbour's Houſe, and who ſhould: 
ſtep out of her Grave to meet me but a Miſs 
I. —— whom you have formerly heard me men- 
tion with Eſteem and Compaſſion ; ſhe was an. 
old Maid, ill uſed by Fortune and Friends, when. 
I knew her laſt, about an Hundred and Fifty Years 
ago, and had died of Diſtreſs and D.iappoint= 
ment about Half a Century paſt. 

It is a Jeſt to talk of it—People never die; and 
the World has been impoſed upon for thele Six 
thouſand Seven hundred and Sixty-eight Years, 
which all the Morld knows, as Voltaire ns. is 


jult its Age to an Hour. 
D We 
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We are to dine at Lord Inchiquin's To day, 
and I ſuppoſe I ſhall meet with ſome other Viſion. 
there tuo. One might fancy that I was in Poſ- 
ſeſſion ot mM Countryman Glendower's Boaſt, 
and could cull wp Spirit frum the vy Ded. 

But ſhould not be ſurprized if the whole Dio- 
ecſe I am in at preſent were Ghft- Land; for my 
annihilating Couſen the Biſhop, you know, had 
long ago unſiated Matter here and elſewhere—at 
the Word refto, paſs and be gone, it vaniſhed into 
Air, and left Nothing but Spirit behind it. 

As ſome Phantaſms have ſtartled me, I have been 

even with others two Perſons where I dined the 
| other Day miſtook me for my poor deceaſed 
Brother; they ſaid, that my Voice, Manner, and 
Way of ſaying odd Things (as they termed it) 
made the Likeneſs appear ſtronger even than ous 

Perſons. 

I have the Satisfaction to hear from every 
Body here, that he had left an exceeding good 
Character behind him in this Country; he is 
ſaid to have been a Gentleman in every Action and 
Sentiment of his Life; but loved Company, and 
thoſe Expences which attend it, rather too much— 
a family Failing—Reſt to his Manes ! | 

I would write ore to you; but what can a 
Man fay to a Woman that does not ſpeak to him 
I have no Fund but Re. fund in me. 


Adien, 
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Adieu, my dear Mrs. Sutton: EROpe all Friends 
at Bruſſels are well Mr. and Me. Brumpton, 

Sir Thomas Medway and his Lady, Mr. Harſtonge, 
and the Marchionefs d' Etoile, the Abbeſs Chau- 
velin, Mademoiſelle de Renter, and Bir George 
Marriot, not forgetting the good Biſhop of Cham- 
bery, and the ſatirical En DTT 


Duri, Pp 


| Cnantas 'Sorrox's, 5 


LETTER ecm. 
Frances to HENRY. 


mm ider. 

Hax been happy To-day in the Receipt of 

Two Letters from Cloyne : The ſhifting your 
Quarters ſo often, and taking your fifty-two La- 
titudes—1 think that forty-five was full as far as 
you need have gone are ſufficient Cauſes for the 
irregular Courſe of our Correſpondence of late, 

I am ſorry the Story you allude to is not. exact 
in all the Circumſtances uſually repeated, that 
there might be Truth as well as Wit to ſupport 
your Simile—but it was Claudius. At not wes 


» CharaCtecs in the Gordlat Knot. — 
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who had Crimes enough of his own to anſwer for, 
that condemned Pætus to Death, and for his being 
in a Conlpiracy againſt him, not on account of 
his and Arria's mutual Happinels, as generally 
related. At leaſt, ſo lays Abe Ballegarde, dans les 
Lettres curieuſes, in the One in itled Les femmes ne 
font pas inferteures aux Hanes coniult your claſ- 
ſic Hiſtorians upon this Article, 

Your Appariti9ns entertain me much, becauſe 
I think they muſt have been an Amuſement to 
yourſelf, though it were even of the ſame Kind 
with your Reflections on the Review of your 
Roads lately *, Ruminating never hurts you—to 
others it is a Fatigue that impairs, to you an Ex- 
erciſe that repairs the Mind. Serious T houghts 
and lively Expreſſions are your characteriſtic 


Marks. | 
Your Prophecy about the dear Lady Taviſtock 
has, alas] proved too true +—ſhe died at Liſbon, 
It is faid ſhe fancied ſometimes that ſhe ſaw and 
converſed with her Huſband, What a Boon was 
Death to her] I weep for her—I would write her 
Elegy, but that her Life has better eſtabliſhed 


her Memory already. 
I do not doubt the Eaſe, Cheerfulneſs, and 


Hoſpitality you reoice in, with our very worthy 


® Letter C XXXVIII, Part 5. 
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and agreeable Friend. You continue to tantalize 
me. Pray make my moſt affectionate Compliments 
to your Right Reverend Hoſt. Should I not fay 
my Duty? Yes—then ſay it for me. 

Poor Harry has a bad Cold at preſent. Fanny 
ſtill happy at Sunning, and I am dull and buſy 


here, but moſt affectionately yours. 
FRANCES. 


L £ TT: ER Dee. 
HENRY to FRANCES. 


LerT our good Friend this Morning, who 

ſent many affectionate Compliments to you. 
He ſaid he would write to you in a Day or Two. 
His Siſter has been there moſt Part of the Time 
I ſtaid, which was a great Improvement, both to 
the Houſe and Houſe-keeping. She is a ſenſible, 
cheerful, well tempered young Woman, and has 
other Qualities that become her. 

I received but One Letter from you while J was 
there—a Plague on theſe quotidien Poſts, they 
keep me in a conſtant Ague every Day—give 
me the hot Fit with Hope, and the cold One 
with Diſappointment, | 

7 1 called 
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Brenardmore. 

I called in at my Brother's here, and have the 
Pleaſure to find them all well. I ſuppoſe I muſt 
have told you before, that their Children had 
paſſed through Inoculation with Succeſs. 

I have been extremely well from my Cholic 
ever fiace I went to Cloyne, and I had flattgred 
myſelf as uſual, that it was quite gone out of my 
Conſtitution; but it had only taten Leg, for that 
Time, as my Aniles were conſtantly ſwelled du- 
ring that Interval. Theſe Two Days Exerciſe 
has recovered them, but I find my Stomach be- 
gin to be uneaſy. 

Tam juſt ſetting out for the County of Kilkenny, 
where | hope to meet a Volume of your Letters, 
I ſhall thence proceed directly to Dublin, in my 
Way over to England—T long to be with you in 
every Way that a Perfon can long. 


Adieu ! 


Hewny, 


LETTER 
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Hekxy to ee 4-401; beg 
Nee die go. W 
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w. comes this to paſs? 1 have received 
To Letters from you this Moment, 


which are dated before the One I got at Cloyne, 
but no Matter—1 have an higher Concern to at- 


tend to. 

You ſpeak unteaſonably about my not writing 
to you—this might not appear ſo to another 
Reader, but I know your Look and Sentiment 


perfectly well, while you were writing thoſe ] Let- 
ters; where, as Pope ſays, you but 


&« Tuſt hint a Fault and beſiiate Diſlike,” 


It is not my F ault—every One complains of 
the preſent Poſts. When I have diſmiſſed my 
Letter I can anſwer for no more. You are to call 
Winds, Tides, aud Poſt-men to account for the 
Reſt, You fay, that at firſt you uſed to hear 
from me Once a Week at leaſt, It was not my 
Neglect if you did not hear from me Thrice, and 
ſometimes Twice by the ſame Pacquet. 


„ Upbraid 


90 LETTERS between 


« Upbraid me not, thou Eve.” How could 
you do ſo? I could not find in my Heart to do the 
fame to you. For though you have been capable 
ſometimes of Omiſſions, I never yet could have 
ſuppoſed you guilty of Negleds. 

But I am more romantic than you appear to be, 
which is not a Character to be much boaſted of 
in ſuch Days as theſe—Let us hear no more of this 
if you love me—for with regard to yourſelf, you 
need uſe no Caution for no Appearances, no 
Suppoſitions, can ever prevail againſt my ap- 
proved Opinion of your Truth, your Worth, and 
Conſtancy. Mine, it ſeems, wants Confirmation. 
Go to—go to—give it up—give it up. Vou are 
merely rational but not romantic. 

My Affection, and my Conduct towards you, 
muſt, to thoſe who know you not, appear to be 
intirely in this latter Strain, but would ceaſe to be 
thought ſo if One but conſiders, what is in Reality 
2 Fact, that the Ambition of Alexander, the 
Galantry of Czfar, and the Paſſion of Anthony, 
have in me but One Object. 

Go to, I fay again—I am a Child, and weep 
like the Firſt of this Triumvirate for want of 
Worlds, rat pp but merely te pay, to thy 
Worth, 


Had 
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Had I the Power of Enchantment in me, I 
would appoint Aladin * your Miniſter of Jays and 
Means, and make Aboulcaſem “ your Financier. 
You ſhould be at full Liberty of indulging every 
Virtue of Humanity, Charity, and Benevolence— 
you could but exerciſe them; for my Fanny, my on 
Fanny, need not be at the Trouble of exerting any 
One of theſe innate Qualities, | 

And yet you chide me! 


Adiu | 
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FRANCES to HENRY, 


My deareft LIr E, . Windſer. 
Do not deſerve Half the Kindneſs you expreſs _ 
towards me; but I ſhould indeed be totally 

unworthy of any Part of it, if I could be indiffer- 
ent to your Silence, which I do confeſs has hurt 
me more than ever I did cxpreſs, though I find 
I have ſaid too much upon the painful Subject. 


* Characters in the Arabian Tales. 


You 
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You wrong me cruelly, my too ſevere Love, 
I am as romantic as yourſelf, and therefore only 
do I think myſelf rational; as the higheſt Proof 
I have ever been able to give of my Senſe or 
Virtue, is the Sincerity and Gratitude of my At- 
fection for you. 

O, my ſweet Love ! your Letter has almoſt 
broke my Heart—why will you write ſo tenderly ? 
—why take ſuch ſad Revenge ? My Tears flow 
faſter than I hope yours ever did, or will. 

I ſhall ſet out for London this Moment—upon 
Buſineſs I ſhall reſerve an Account of till our 
Meeting. How do I long for that happy Time 
Surely your next Letter will name it, O! do 
not be angry with me for wiſhing, and for ex- 
preſſing thoſe Wiſhes, when I do it only with 
Fondneſs and Submiſſion. 

I ſhall carry this Letter with me; if I arrive 
there ſafe from the heavy Floods that are all over 
this Country I will ſend it to you; if not, it 
will travel with me into the other World, and 
bear witneſs of my Contrition, for having hurt 
that Heart which is far dearer to me than my 
own. 

Adieu, my Life ! my Love! 
FRANCES. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCVIL 


He NRY to FRANCES. 


tet Vai 72 age, 
Receiver T'wo Letters from you this Nay, 
backwarded from Cloyne, One dated the 19th 
of Auguſt and the other the zoth. A Week 
before I received One there between theſe Dates, 
ſo that you ſee the Poſts are ſurprizingly irre- 
gular, without either your Fault or mine. 

You fay I have not anſwered or obſerved upon 
ſeveral of your Letters ; but I am certain that I 
did take Notice of every One I received, though 
not indeed before ; and no One eould do more, 
except a Man who publiſhed a Thing a great 
many Years ago, with this Title, An Anſwer to 
a Pamphlet that will come out next Week. 

Lord! how you do ſcold ! 


But if my Letters go aſtray, | 
The Poſts are more in Fault than they. 


They have ſet all the Lovers and Friends in 
this Kingdom by the Ears already formerly they 
were ſure of hearing from one another Thrice a: 
Week, it ſo minded—but Once a Fortnight muſt 
ſerve them, ſince the quotidien Poſts have been 
ſet up, and there is a Reaſon for it, 

„„ Let 
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Let there be an every Day's Poſt eſtabliſhed, 
faid they, and an every Day's Poſt there was not. 
They had made no Proviſion for it—the Slave 
and the Garran, that uſed to crawl from Town to 
Town Thrice a Week, were not able to do ſy every 
Day — the Horſes were knocked up, and the 


Riders were not able-to provide others. 
It is the fame Way with the Pacquets : Six are 


ordered, but there are but Three provided; the 
Reſt are hired occaſionally, till the regular Boats 
are built—this is the Way we do every Thing 
in Ireland. We are a lively People, and deal 
intirely in firſt Thoughts—we ſcorn Second-hand 


Goods, | 
But I am anſwerable, it ſeems, for Extra Con- 


tingencies that I cannot command; and the never 
before heard of PunQuality of my Correſpond- 
ence, for Twenty Years paſt, is not ſufficient to 
plead me guiltleſs upon the Miſſing of a Pacquet. 
And though the Poſt ſuffers your Letters to pals 
free, you will make me pay for them. Go to, I ſay 
— had you been the Venetian Huſband, you had 
never told the Looking-glaſs it lied *. 

I have taſted a fine ſcurvy Spaw here, that has 
been lately diſcovered on T. B——'s Land, It 


® Sec Letter CCXCVI, 


has 


28 
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has been proved and approved, and will I hope 
become ſoon a Place of Reſort. G, L—, 
F „ and D—— are here—but thou art 
not |— | 

Do not anſwer this Letter—Mrs. Sutton was a 
little aſhamed of you laſt Poſt. What an un- 
<« reaſonable Woman, ſaid ſhe, muſt this fame 
« Wife of yours be? You did not carry your 
Letters to her indeed, but you did to the Poſt, 
and that will not ſatisfy her it ſeems.” 

Nil tibi reſcribam would have been my Motto, 


long ago if I could; but I ſhall ſet out To-morrow, 
and pacquet it over to you directly, with as much 
Love, Conſtancy, and Efteem as if you had never 


ſcolded me in your Life right or wrong. 


Adieu / 


HENRY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCVIII; 
FrAnces t Hana. 


London. 
T will be a Fortnight To-morrow ſince 1 
came to London, in which Time I have re- 
ceived but One Letter from my dear Harry, and 
that One he forbids me to aniwer—Well, Sir, I 
am your moſt obedient, Though the beheſt 
is ſurely ſevere; for to ſtop a Woman's Mouth, 
you ought to know, is to ſtop her Breath—you 
need fend no Mutes to ſtrangle her: It is ſuffi- 
cient if you make her One herſelf. 

But pray, Sir, who is this ſame Mrs. Sutton, 
whoſe delicate Senſibility makes her bluſh for my 
Faults? Or how came ſhe to know them? Did 
my firſt Friend reveal them? No matter I can 
only fay, that I would rather the whole World 
ſhould know them, than that I ſhould hear of 
them—this is an odd Whim, you will ſay, but 
it is therefore the more likely to be mine. 

It is an ugly Subject - Nething but my Faults. 
I muſt ranſack my Head to try if I can diſcover 
any Merits to balance them — hum not One, I 
confeſs. Now for my Heart Ves, I will flatter 

myſclt 
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myſelf there is ſome little Merit there, as Hearts 
go, for it has been much affected by a Pain and 
Swelling in the Breaſt that covers it, for above 
Two long Montlis paſt, and yet never once men- 
tioned it to its dear Henry till this Day, when 
Mr. Hawkins has aſſured her that it is not 


likely to be productive of any ill Conſequenee. 

And yet this ſame ſimple Heart "confeſſes 
honeſtly that it was never fo much alarmed at 
any Complaint, and that there is not an Animal 
in the World that loves more to de ſoothed and 
pitied than itfelf; yet would it not purchaſe that 
Indulgence at u ne- vr of giving you'n — 
ment's Pain. 

Tell this little Story to your Mrs. _ 
whom by the Names you grouped her with lately, 
but more from your mating her more perfect than 
me, I muſt ſuppoſe to be ſome ideal Lady of your 
Brain, ſome mental Refervation for your Novel, 
and whom, for that Reaſon, I ſhall proteſt againſt, 
as a Character beyond Nature. You ſhall not 
humble me, you ſee—and you fee alſo, I ſup- 
poſe, how well I hold my Tongue, as you de- 
fired, 

But perhaps I am hindering you from packing 
up all this while ; ſo mum, and adieu ! 


FRANCES, 


Vor. VI. E LETTER 
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LETTER beer. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Dublin. 
AM fafely arrived here, and mean to ſet for- 
ward by the firſt Cheſter Ship the Sea agrees 
not with my Stomach; but it goes againſt my 
Heart to ſpend a Shilling I can avoid; and I will 
indulge the nobler Part at the Expence of the 
baſer. 

I have executed all your Commiſſions ſince I 
came to Town, and have put the Parcels on 
board Captain Dunne, to go by long Sea. I 
was almoſt tempted to voyage it along with them, 
on the Account above-mentioned ; and if I had 
been ſure of ſeeing you but One Day ſooner, I 
ſhould certainly have done ſo in Spite of my 
Stomach, 

Such an Expedition as this would ſurprize you; 
but I think I have it in my Power to do ſo more, 
by the ſollowing Story. 

: Our once good Friend, — --——, has taken 


it into his Hcad that I had abuicd him in our 


Letters juſt publiſhed. I laughed at the Story 
when I firſt heard it as incredible, I always loved 
him, 


* 
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him, and you know I never mentioned his Name 
in our Correſpondence but with Affection. 


But I met him the other Day at Mr. F——, 
and found myſelf miſtaken as well as him. His 
Manners are naturally warm and free—they were 
cold and reſerved : That was neither Time or 
Place for an Ecclairciſſement, as there was a good 


deal of Company at Dinner. 
This Idea eould never have ariſen in his own 


Mind, and who the Perſon could be, whoſe Stu- 
pidity might have miſtaken the Character, or 
Malice miſrepreſented the Application, I cannot 
conceive. 
As ſoon as I found it to be a ſerious Matter, 
I mentioned it to his Friends, Mr, L and 
T „ and here I ſhall increaſe your Aſtoniſh- 
ment—for the Letters they pointed out were 
Numbers CCCCXXIII and CCCCXLII. You 
know that Mr. C was the Subject of both 
theſe Letters, and that neither the good nor the 
bad Parts of his Character could be imputed to 
the other. He is neither an ill-tempered Selt- 
tormentor, nor an Endower of Charity- ſchools. 
I got Mr. B 
him, and yet it had no Effect -I am very forry 
for the Event. I had uſed myſelf to a Fondneſs 
E 2 for 


to explain this Matter to 
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for him all my Life, and a Diſuſe of Habits, though 
ever ſo ſlight, is apt to feel irkſome at firſt. 

Let us think no more upon this Subjet—the 
World is full of ſtrange Adventure, Is there not 
Malice enough in human Nature, that Men need 
enter into Combinations againſt themſelves ! But 
let us turn to pleaſanter Subjects. 

Who is Mrs. Sutton, you aſk: She is the 
only Rival you ever had, and the Confident to 
whom only I complain of you; but it ſeems, 
indeed, that you know her not, by ſaying in your 
laſt Letter that you ranſacked your Head to find 
out your Merits, and could diſcover none. I am 
in great Concern for the Pain in her Breaſt ſhe 
complains of ; but Hawkins tells her what Quin 
and Barry did before, that it will never rife to 
more than Pain, and that will recur every Spring 
and Fall, probably—but moſt certainly upon every 
Fit of Cold, Exceſs, Fretting, or other Illneſs. 
It may be conſidered therefore as a Sort of Genius, 
Monitor, or Familiar, which cautions her kindly 
to take Care of herſelf. | 

Tell my dear Mrs, Sutton this when you ſee her, 
and be aſſured that I love you as well as her, every 
bit, fo let us have no more Jealouſy between ye. 

I hope to kiſs your Hands before this reaches 


them. Adieu, my Life! HEexRy. 
LETTER 
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L E TT E Re DCCE. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


My dear LIE, Clontarf. 


Hap the Mortification of ſeeing Two Pac- 

quets arrive Yeſterday, without a Letter from 
you, by a Wind that prevents my failing to you. 
But this Morning L. F. was fo kind to fend out 
an Expreſs to me with the very Two Letters I 
ſhould have received before, and which a Third 
Pacquet was ſo good as to bring over, though they 
did not belong to it. 
So far anſwers the firſt Part of theſe Letters, by 
ſerving to ſhew that it is poſſible the Poſts or 
Pacquets may be in fault inſtead of me, both by 
delaying and by dropping ſome of my Letters : — 
This was what I always thought, whenever [ 
miſſed the Pleafure of hearing from -you, even 


before they became fo irregular as the new Regu- 
lation has made them. 


I could not help fo far anſwering that Letter, 
becauſe you repeat the Charge againſt me of 
paſſing ſome of your Letters by without Notice, 
which I never remember to have done in my 
Life; and what may, 1 ſhould think, convince 

E 3 you 
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you of my great Punctuality in this Particular, 
is my replying even to your unkind Paragraphs, 
which Nothing but ſuch a ſcrupulous ExaQneſs 
could induce me to do. 

I have ſuch a ſuperftitious Regard to every 
Sentence of yours, that I, as it were, repeat them 
verbatim in my Anſwers to them; ſo Mercury 
in Homer delivers all the Meſſages of the Gods 
in the very Words he receives them. 

But beſides tbis Punctilio, I have a further 
Reaſon for taking Notice of certain Paſſages in 
your Letters juſt hinted at; which is, that I 
always find myſelf much eaſier in my Mind, and 
leſs at Strife with my Affections, after I have 
delivered my Sentiments upon them. As Gr 
when told ſoon diſappear, ſo do Jealouſies, when 
expreſſed, ſubſide; and in ſome Caſes, it is more 
generous to reſent than to forgive, 
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I could not bring myſelf to anſwer your Second 
Letter in the ſame Page with the former ; it is 
wrote in ſo different a Stile, that I thought pro- 
per to turn over @ new Leaf with yen in the 
reverſed Senſe of that Expreſſion. 

My Heart is fo full of Tenderneſs toward you 
at this Moment, that I ſhould write like a Fool 
to the End of my Paper, if I was not ſurrounded 
by Perſons in the ſame Room with me, who 
would be apt to remark upon the Weakneſs of my 
Eyes. 

Miſs G—— is in Dublin, and I hope will fait 
with me—not that I wait for a Woman, though 
ever ſo charming, but for her Emblem only for 
the inſtant the Vind becomes fair for Pargate, I 
will leap on Board with as much Alacrity as my 
Heart bounds this Moment at the Thought 
of it. 

If I had not reſolved upon this irkſome Scheme 
of Sea-faring, through QEconomy, I might have 


experienced a Storm that the Two laſt Pacquets 
were riding in, for Three Days paſt, and were 


obliged to return back again. 

I came here Yeſterday to watch the Wind, and 
take leave of our very worthy Friends in this 
Place—they have un Voiſinage here too. I am 
to dine To-day at Lord C „and am im- 

E 4 patient 
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patient to ſee what Bargain he has got for his 
Love or Money. However, I am glad before 
Hand, that he is married, for his own Sake, and 
the happy Woman's who has got him; for I 
think he would be a diſtinguiihed Member of 
Mrs. Sutton's Society, ſtiled the Bon ton of Do- 
meſtic Life, as you will find it written in the 
LV Illth Chapter of the Gordian Knot, when I 
carry it over to you. 

Adieu, my own dear Mrs. Sutton—l am more 
than I can fay, but leſs than you deſerve, your 
truly fond and faithful Huſband, 


HeNnky, 


P. S. A Thouſand good Wiſhes attend you from, 
this affeCtionate Houſe, 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXL, 
HENRY 7 FRANCES. 


Dublin, 

OUR poor Weathercect is fixt to this Point 

of the Compaſs till the Wind changes 

with the ſeveral States of Europe would transfer 

the Premiums for the Longitude, to any Perſon 

who could contrive a-Method of making a Ship 

fail againſt Wind and Tide. I think this would. 
be of more univerſal Benefit than the other. 

I cannot fit with my Hands before me—this is a 
very imperfect Expreſſion ; for a Perſon that. 
writes, always does ſo—but I cannot /t ide; and 
ſhall here amuſe myſelf with a Thought which: 
occurred to me this Evening, when they were 
ſpeaking of. the Ey on [/oman that has made 
ſuch a Noiſe in London for ſome Time paſt, 

I think it would be a good Sort of Catch-penny; 
Scheme to publiſh ſome Thing under this Title, 
without Blaſphemy, or Bawdy, and advertiſe it 
at a high Price, As it would only take in thoſe: 
who deſerve to be bit—would it not be a very: 
allowable Piece of piens Fraud? L. will try my 


Hand at it Lerc.— 


E 5; AN: 
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An ESSAY on WOMAN. 


&« The liberal Education and Freedom of 
„ Mens Manners and Principles leave them at 
« Liberty to diſplay the infinite Variety of Cha- 
s racters there is in human Nature—while the 
„ Narrowneſs of Woman's Breeding, their Re- 
c ſtraint within certain Forms, with the Awe 
* they ſtand in of the World, almoſt deprives them 
e of any Character at all. And as Beauty is the 
* only diſtinguiſhing Mark they bear, I ſhall 
divide the Sex into Three Claſſes, with regard 
eto this Article namely, Houſewives, Miſtreſ- 
« ſes and Heroines. 

«© As Women are to be read H brew-wiſe, I 
e ſhall begin my Definitions with the laſt firſt. 
_ $© Theſe are a Sort of May-pole Beauties, ſome- 
«© what beyond the ordinary Size, like the Deſerip- 
tions in Romance—they are like Stars placed at 
na certain Diſtance, that ine, but do not warm. 
Their Idea rarely becomes familiar enough to 
create a Paſſion; affecting us more with Ad- 
% miration than with Love, and railing Ambition 
% rather than Fondneſs. 


s proud, fo grand, of that flupendous Ar; 
«© Soft and Agreeable come never there. 


«© Theſe 
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© Theſe may be conſidered rather as fine 
<« Statues, or noble Portraits Subjects of Taſte, 
e but not Objects of Deſire; and their Praifes 
care never to be celebrated, except in Epic Verſe, 
Second Claſs. Obſerve, that by the Word 


&« Miſtreſs, I mean to be underſtood only in the 


&© poetical Senſe of the Expreſſion. Theſe are 
* no Statuary, or Painting, but charming Fleſh 
e and Blood, who raiſe in us Ideas both fond 
and familiar ; real Objects of Deſire, and Sub- 
4c jects of the Lyric Meaſure. 


„The firſt Claſs, which very properly ſhould 


ebe the laſt taken notice of, comprehends thoſe 
« unfeminine Women who happen to be totally 
« devoid of Beauty, Charm, or Grace; having, 
« nothing to diftinguiſh them from the plaineſt 
«© Man, except their unhappy Gender. Theſe 
© mere houſchold Drudges are indeed real O5- 
* jets — but of Compaſſion only; and are neither 
* to be ſung or ſaid.” | 

Here is not enough for a Pamphlet, I grant you, 


but I cannot help it. A Subject ſoon exhauſts 
itſelf with me. You muſt get ſome of your 


volume Friends to ſpin the Text for you. Stay, 
I will try it in another Stile, and give you 
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A SeconD ESSAY on WOMAN. 


There are Three Claſſes of Women that 
© may be denominated from the Greek Numbers 
« — Maids of the Singular, Wives of the Dual, 
* and Courteſans of the Plural. . 

«© Theſe may be again compounded according 
© to the different Circumſtances of each—the 
* conſtant Miſtreſs may be ſtiled the Single- dual; 
« Widows, the Dual-firgk ; and faithleſs Wives, 
the Dual-plural. 

Re- married Widows may aſſume this latter 
% Denomination alſo—which, however, I do not 
« mean as the leaſt Reflection on their Chaſtity ; 
t but that I find myſelf quite at a Loſs in what 
* other Claſs to comprehend them - and it may 
be all the ſame in the Greek perhaps.” 

I give you Leave to publiſh theſe Tracts for 
the Benefit of the Magdalen Hoſpital; that thoſe 
unhappy Creatures who have unfortunately be- 
come the Objects of that Charity, after having 
ſuſtained ſo much Injury from the uſual E/ays 
en Wiman, may at length receive ſome ſmall 
Advantage from ſuch innocent ones. 


Adieu! 
HENRV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXIL. 
Frances to HENRY. 


London. 


Au afraid I ſhall not be able to get my 
Eugenie performed this Seaſon. But I will 


not always write to you with a Raven's Quill— 


Bird of ill Omen. I have News for you that 


will make more than Amends for all our Difficul- 


ties. The Story is long —how ſhall I ſhorten it? 
—by coming directly to Facts. 


I happened this Summer at Windſor to become 
acquainted with a Gentleman, Mr. Manſhip, 


who lives in that Neighbourhood —he had been 


One of the Directors in the Eaſt India Company 
laſt Year, but was joſtled out this Year. The 
Story is to his Honour—but I would be ſhort, 


He is now canvaſling againſt the next Election, 


with the firongeſt Probability of Succeſs, and 
called on me Yeſterday, to aſſure me that if he 
comes into the Direction, he will ſend my Son 
out a I//riter to India. He came unaſked to make 
this Promiſe, in order to prevent his being led 


alide from his Purpoſe by future Solicitations, 
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I am ſorry to ſay that ſuch an Inſtance of vo- 
luntary Kindneſs ſurprizes me,. from its Rarity, 
eſpecially from One who perfectly underſtands the 
Value of the Gift. It is rated at Fifteen hundred 
Pounds—this I was told by another Perſon ; for 
he was both too generous and genteel to ſet any 
Manner of Value on his Friendſhip himſelf, 

J know not in what Manner I accepted his 
friendly Offer, or returned him Thanks upon the 
Occaſion; my Heart was too elate with Joy, 
and my Mind too replete with Gratitude, to. 
expreſs my Sentiments in any formal Manner, 

But no Matter—our worthy Patron ſought not 
for ſo poor a Return as Thanks, and might ſee 
my Acknowledgments in my- Eyes. Momus 
faid, that Man had no Window in his Breaſt ; 
but I fay he has Two, which to a good Phyſiog- 
nomiſt I might have faid Ocul;t—ſufficiently re- 
veal the Feelings of the Heart. 

I am not telling you an Eaftern Tale, I aſſure 
you, though I confeſs that I was all Yeſterday 
in doubt about the Reality of it myſelf. God 
grant the worthy Man Succeſs in his preſent 


Candidateſhip, and in every Purſuit and Bleſſing 
in Life! See how ſtout I ſpeak behind his Back — 


I could not fay Half of this before him. 
If 
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If this happy Event ſhould obtain, it will be 
neceſſary for us to caſt about immediately, both 
for Money and Recommendations, to equip our 
dear Boy for his Voyage to the Sun: This muſt be 
your Province, becauſe it requires Activity, and 
that my poor Head is as completely littered with 
a Variety of Matters and Things, as any Iriſh 
Woman's of your Acquaintance—Pray, are not 
yourTriſh Ladies particularly ſubject to Headaches ? 
Do not call me faucy—I am only dull, with a 
little Mixture of Jealouſy at your too frequent 
Viſits to that Country. 

I had a Letter from little B lately, long 
promiſed and expected — Tell her I ſhall anſwer her 
ſome time or other before the Year Sixty- nine. 
My ſweet P is returned perfectly recovered, 
and is juſt as good and amiable as before ſhe 
went to France, and Ten Times more beautiful. 

The Nabob ſends his Duty to you. Fanghon 
is with her kind Friend at Sunning. Theſe 
Equinoctial Winds diſtract me. Why have you 


waited for them? No Letter from you ſince 
Monday. 


Adieu, my Life! 
FRANCES, 


LITT 
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LETTER DCCXIIL. 


HENRY 7e FRANCES. 


My dear FAxxv, Dublin. 
I Have juſt this Minute received your Letter, 

your Epact, or Golden Number; and if you 
are certain that this is no Arabian Fable, you may 
ſee how our old Friend Providence has ſet itſelf 
to work again for us. — The Inſtance, as you 
obſerve, is rara avis indeed —it is a Phnix from 
Araby the bleſt. 

I find myſelf as much elevated upon this 
joyful Occaſion, as Shakeſpear was upon the Sub- 
jet of Henry the Fifth; and cannot reſiſt the 
Temptation of running a Kind of punning Parody 
on his Prologue to that Play, crying out 


O!] for a Muſe of Fire, that might aſcend. 
The brighteſt Heaven of Invention 
All India for a Stage—Nabobs to act, 
And Muli to behold the ſwelling Scene! 


I ſhall uſe every Exertion in my Power to for- 
ward this happy Scheme for our Son's Advance- 
ment in Life—though what Occaſion for my in- 
terfering, as he is to go into the very Region of 


2 the 
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the Sun, and you can ſo well ſupply him with a 
Letter of Credit on your old G 
Phæbus aud Co. 

My Happinels is not ſo totally ſwallowed up in 
myſelf, but that I can ſpare a little Joy for my 
Friends. Old C— is dead, and after a great 
deal of mad Caprice and unmerited Cruelty ta 
his Daughter, he has left her a Fortune of about 
Twenty thouſand Pounds—this is an Engliſ Ar- 
ticle of News, and yet I will hold „ 
you hear the Firſt of it from me. | 

I rejoice alſo in the Account you give me of 
our dear P ; I am glad ſhe has recovered her 
Health, and that you have recovered your Friend. 
Her Charms are not material to her in her preſent 
Circumſtances ; and ſhe has Warth ſufficient to- 
render her a Beauty of all Times. 

I dined with Lady C —, and I think her 
Ladyſhip handſome, ſenſible, affable, and unaf- 
fected. I meditated an Epithalamium on this 
Occafion the Evening I left them; but after 
having fully diſplayed every Happineſs in the 
Marriage State, it looked ſo like a State of my 
own Enjoyments, that I thought it would be 
difingenuous to ſend it. 

It is a charming Place, He has built many 
noble detached Rooms; and when he can bring 

them. 
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them all together, they will make a Palace. — This 
is the Way they build in Italy; but alas] we want 
the Roofing of an Italian Sky. The moſt has 
been made of the Ground, by the Contrivance of 
ſerpentine Walks and labyrinthian Paths—this 
may be ſtiled travelling much at Flame. To deceive 
the N ay is a poetical Expreſſion for making a Road 
appear fhort—this Device is, in plain Proſe, to 
lengthen it, which is the Deſign. 

- You cannot imagine the Impatience I have to 
be reſtored again to my dear Fanny. All Man- 
ner of Buſineſs long over, the Weather tempting, 
and a Change to be apprehended to all which 
may be added, that I have never been fo long 
parted from you before. 

Beſides, whether it be that I Were loſt my Re- 
liſhes, or others their Allurements, I will not 
haſtily pronounce; but I find my former ſelect 
Company infipid to me of late—I always liked 
Women when likeable, better than Men, but 
even they have failed me, 

I have viſited all my Haunts in this City with 
as little Satisfaction as a Ghoſt. —I remember that 
Mrs, R had been formerly a Favourite of 


mine—as it could not be for her Uglineſs, I con- 
cluded it muſt have been on account of her Senſe, 
Taſte, or Spirit — illiterate and inſipid! Well, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. W ſhall make me Amends—flow, 
civil, and cool | but theſe Rebuffs did not diſ- 
courage me, —Philoſophy is patient of Experiment 
I thought I might be ſure of One Flirtation at 
leaſt before I leave the Kingdom. I then put on 
my beit Wig, and ſtrutted away to pay my Devoirs 
to Mrs. M. but her Beauty is gone, and I have 
now diſcovered it to have been her only Merit, — 
Talkative, vain, and vulgar. g ' 
However, I have the Satisfaction to find upon 
Reflection, that the Failure has not happened on 
my Part ; for I declare that even the Abſence of 
my dear Fanny is better Company to me than the 
Preſence of the Three Perions I have mentioned 
that is, when ſhe does write to me, which is a 
Pleaſure I have not received from her of late, as 


often as I hoped, wiſhed, or expected. 


Adieu, my Love here ! and Life hereafter ! 


HENRY. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXIV. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


| | Dublin. 

LL my Luggage is ſhipped, and I am only 
waiting for a Wind to waft me over to 
Cheſter. —Miſs G and her Suite are to fail 
with me. General H has been on Board 
ſome other Ship in the Harbour this Week paſt 
in the Gout, Not a Breath of Air ſtirring. 
There never was ſuch Weather fince the Reign of 
Halcyon the laſt, 

I tpent Two windleſs Days this Week at Mr. 
K 's about Four Miles off: It is a ſweet 
Villa, on an Eminence over the Liffey—I never 
faw ſo lovely, nor ſo grand a Scene. Any Stretch 
of that River is a royal Demeſne ; and a Cottage 
on any Spot of it becomes a Palace. You know 
that they are very agreeable People into. the Bar- 
gain. | 

Palmerſtown was full in my View, which 
filled me with Reflections: In that Place I had 
paſſed my earlieſt Youth.—I remembered how 
like an Ideot I then wiſhed to be a Man, which 
when attained to I moſt philoſophically wiſhed 
myſelf a Child again; and yet I would not wiſh to 

| live. 
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live to the Diſgrace of ſecond Childhood, neither, 
nec turpem Senectutem degere. 

I ſhall incloſe this Letter under Mr. B—'s 
Cover, —I would not do ſo if I had any Thing 
material to communicate to you, which was 
worth the Poſtage, or an Hour's more early In- 
telligence. 

There are Three Pacquets juſt come in before 
my Face, without a Line from you—and yet I am 
going over to you (like an old Fool as I am) if 
the Wind would let me, You ſee you may have 


me for whi/?ling for. 
Adieu Adieu ! 
Henry, 


P. S. Write to me at Cheſter, 


i. 


— __ 2 


LETTER DCCET 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Dublin. 
E Wind in the ſame Point (or rather no 
Point) till, I have been looking out of 
the Window this Half Hour watching the Chim- 


ney Smokes, which riſe all ſpiral, like Incenſe to 
the Gods, 


I have 
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I have been amuſing myſelf at the ſame Time 
with ſeeing a beggar Boy and Girl very buſy in 
raiſing a Minument of Duft, for the firſt Blaſt to 
diſperſe. If one were to enter into the Depths of 
Philoſophy upon fo trifling an Incident, might it 
not be aſked whether any Queen in Europe is 
better employed this Inſtant than the Girl, or 
any King than the Boy. It is certain that ſome 
of them, eſpecially the more heroic enes, have of- 
ten been worſe occupied. Let Kings be Kings, 
and leave me what I am, 

A Letter of yours has juſt ſwam over to me— 
no ſooner ſaid than done, The Pugets live in 
Old Broad-Street, I think; and I have got the Bill 
drawn at the ſhorteſt Sight I could. I am pleaſed 
that I have now ſafely delivered it out of my 
Hands, for upon my Honour, it had a very 
narrow Eſcape Three Days ago. My Frailty was 
aſſailed, and Reſolution tried, I aſſure you, by a 
very light, handſome, young married Woman, 
who came weeping to my Lodgings to borrow ſo 
much from me, upon per/onal Security, I ſuppoſe, 
as ſhe had no other to depo/er. 

Had I been Ten Years younger or older, I 
might perhaps have failed, either through Paſſion 


or Weakneſs ; but I am now happily arrived at 
that 


Henry and Frances. 119 


that Ara of Life, which Philoſophers ſtile the firm 
Age—too old to wanton, and too young io doat, 
I am ſick of Novel writing at preſent, or I 
would tell you more of the Matter; but I ſhall 
reſerve this Anecdote to amuſe you on our Firſt 
Tote a Tete. 
Adieu ! 


Henry. 


P. S, Write ſtill to Cheſter. 


LETTERX DECXVI. 


HEgNxRY to FRANCES. 


Dublin. 
HE Spirits of the Air are lulled to Reſt, and 
the calm Boſom of the Deep forgets to 
heave; fo I ſpend all my Loitering between Ma- 
rino and Clontarf, where I can watch the Wind 
better than in Town, and feel leſs Regret allo at 
this Delay. 

I am forry for the Death you mention in your 
It, though he died better than he had lived.— 
Your Obſervation 1s juſt—there have been many 
Inſtances of what is called a Lightening before 

Death, 
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Death, of which no Spark had ever appeared 
during Life—it is not, however, ſo difficult to 
be accounted for as you imagine: It is the Organs 
of the Body only that make the Difference of 
Souls or Intellect here below, and they begin to 
exert themſelves to their natural Pitch, as they arc 
laying aſide the Incumbrance of this mortal Coil. 

I do not wonder at your Diſguſt—If the Event 
you mention ſhould happen, thoſe Perſons will 
ſoon render themſelves the Objects of public No- 
tice—they ſeem to have a ſpirited Ambition to 
diſtinguiſh themſelves —thoſe who cannot compaſs 
it by Senſe and Virtue, may bring it to paſs by 
Vice and Folly—there are who to be famous would 
compound for Infamy. 

I wrote this Letter Yeſterday, though I knew 
no Pacquet was to fail ; I hope One will ſwim out 
to Night, for actually, or rather pafſrocly, there 
is not Air enough to hoiſt a Feather this Fiſth Day 
of October. 

Idined To-day at Mr. W—s. Mrs. C 
called in juſt before I went, and was aſked to 
ſtay and meet me; but ſhe ſaid ſhe was afraid, — 
To which Mrs, W replied, that if ſhe 
was not aſhamed, ſhe need not be afraid, as ſhe 
was very ſure that I ſhould not upbraid her for 
another's Fault, 


Her 


=” own Ga # ww tw o£ a 
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Her Huſband has told the story as much in his 
own Favour as Untruth could gloſs it—but his 
Ignominy was ſo much ſtronger than his Falſe- 
hood, that he is univerſally condemned, even 
upon his own Shewing, as the Lawyers term it, 
For he had not Invention enough even to contrive 
how a Man 1 ſhould have 
* upon fuch an Octaion, | 


Allen 
Hear. 


LETTER DCCXvII, 


Hiay to FRANCES. 


Dublin. 
Wind aroſe extremely high this Morn- 

N. ing; and I. confeſs, I was a little afraid 
leſt it might have been fair —becauſe it was ſo 
foul. However, I was reſolved to fail, if the ſhip 
would venture; for I have always had a Sort of 
Superſtition, that if ever Fortune ſhould at any 
Time happen to detect the leaſt Cowardice in me, 
it would bully me for the Reſt of my Life. It 
is not in Mortals to command Succeſs. But 
he deſerves,. I add tobe dares. © The Hurricane 
ſubſided in about an Hour, and I received no 

Summons. 


Vol. VI. F. I have 


mend me as a Preceptor, to fay, that I have 


122 Ls FF: RS, efcgean 
| have been reading - Rouſleay's | Emilias, or 
Scheme of Education, this Eyening- he is a 
good Writer, both with regard to Stile and Sen- 
ument, but a great V ifipnary, and a bold Aſſertor 
of Paradoxes. The differing from the general 
Opinions of Mankind ſerves e a 
Reaſon to him. rte Di 6 

This is a Subject La am \fond of, — 
Opportunity of ſpeaking upon—in the Series, 
Triumvirate, Gordian Knot, &c. — I wrote a 
Paper alſo, do you remember, to the London 


Chronicle, upon the fame Topic, many Y ears ago? 
If you can find either the Print, or the Manu- 


ſcript, among the Calli machies, Deſulteria, or Stro- 


matics, in my Cloſet, give it to Harry for his 
Amuſement. 


1 do not know whether it er 


my earlieſt Days been my own Pupil. But I 
flatter myſelf that I ſhall receive ſome Honour 
from my Son's Education, and more too than I 
am fairly intitled to; as he generally required lit- 
tle more than to give him Knowledge, for he had 
always a Richneſs in his Nature that needed no 
Manure—he was, indeed, from his very Infancy, 
« to take him for all in all,” juſt ſuch a Boy as 
childleſs Kings would kidnap. 

God 
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God bleſs him; and his Siſter; and his Aer, 
and all the World I can never pray _— 


this is che Way Lalways do—1 begin with Einnog 
Succeſs to my Wife or Child occaſionally, dut 


cannot reſt there I "inſtantly ſuſpect myſelf of 
Seltiſhneſs, and fo add one Friend, then another, 
and ever conclude my Oraiſon with the Happi- 
neſs of all — paſt, Emin and ene 
Aman 4 | 


Hxx v. 


F 1 8 ll >, 
——— u 5 2 bo 2 - _ 


LETTER DCCXVILL 


FrRAnCEs te HNRY, 


REE Letters at once from my dear Harry 
have given me more real Happineſs than I 
have felt ever ſince I faw him; and the dear 
Poſtſcript that bids me direct to Cheſter, would 
have ſet me a ſinging if I had two Crotchets or 
Quavers in my Compaſs ; but I can with true 
Delight ſay, 


„The heavy Hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my Love and me, &. 


F 2 I am 
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I am afraid there is ſomething deviliſh in my 
Nature, for I am never Half ſo good as when [ 
am happy. But though there is an ugly Proverb 
againſt me, I am flattered by my own Feelings 
upon ſuch Occaſions, becauſe there is Nothing 
ſelfiſh in them—my Heart overflows with Grati- 
tude to the Author of Good, and with Benevolence 
to all Mankind. 

I have a recent Inſtance of this Peculiarity of 
Conſtitution in me to communicate to you had 
happened to mention your Eleve to our very 
worthy and good-natured Friend Captain Cooke 
lately, and told him the Difficulty you lay under, 
after what Manner to throw him into Life and 
Independence. 

Yeſterday Morning he came to tell me that ne 

had got him appointed a Cadet in the Eaſt India 
Company's Service, and to go out this very 
geaſan, : 
I 'was certainly pleaſed with this Piece of good 
News, yet felt myſelf athamed that ] was not 
more rejoiced at ſo fortunate an Event—as our 
dear Arthur Newburgh once lamented his not 
being ſufficiently afflicted for the Earthquake at 
Liſbon. | 

But no ſooner had I read your Three Letters, 
than the Advantages of the Boy's Situation and 

' Proſpects 
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Proſpects appeared to me in the ſtrongeſt Light— 
and | would ſcarce ſuffer Harry to finiſh his'Din- 
ner, before I diſpatched him to communicate his 
own Tranſports to his happy Friend. 

Poor Jack could hardly believe the Intelligence 
real, -I am very ſure that both the Lads ſhed 
Tears of Joy. Heaven bleſs them both !—though 
Jack is under a Cloud with me at preſent—but 
Boys will be Boys—and I endeavour to make my 
Philoſophy like yours—ſevere only to itſelf. 

And ſo, Sir, you are coming to me—God 
bleſs my deareſt Life, and ſend him ſafe ! Tf the 
Wind were fair, the Weather is as ferene as my- 
ſelf, and ſomewhat like me too; it does not in- 
deed breathe the ſoft Breeze of Spring, nor does 
it ſcorch you with the Summer's Heat, yet it 
both cheers and braces, and though autumnal, hath 
not yet been checked by the rude Winter's Blaſt. 

There is Vanity for you. —I have a Right to 
claim a peculiar Reſemblance to this Month, as I 
drew my firſt Breath in it. I hope you will be 
here before the Eleventh, or I ſhall hold no Fend 
on that Day. 

I have this Moment eraſed a Ki Prregraphs 
out of One of your Letters, repeated your ſweet 
Elegy, gazed on your Picture, and kiſſed the 
Name for ever dear to me at the Bottom of your 

F 3 laſt . 
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laſt Letter. How I pity the Folks. who would 
laugh at me for fo fond a Folly! | | 


Adieu, thou true ond nh Source of all my 
real Toys / 


FRANCEs. 


LETTER DCCXIX. 


FRAxczs to HENR. 


Have made a Diſcovery this Day, which 
probably may have been no Secret to you, or 
the Reſt of the World, for ſome Time paſt ; 
-which is, that I am no longer young—lIt is un- 
lucky however that I did not find this out Veſter- 
day, as I count a Year or Two more at leaſt this 
Hour than I did then. 

The exceſſive Fatigue I am ſenſible of from 
having been at the King of Denmark's Maſque- 
rade laſt Night, has let me alittle into this Myſtery, 
Tt was Five o'Clock this Morning before I got out 
of the Haymarket, and then eſcaped Home at the 
Harzard of my Life, through flying Chariots, and 
2 gaping and tumultuous Populace. 

It is impoſſible to give you any Idea of the 
Amphitheatre that preſented itſelf at once on 
Gur 
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our Entrance. The Gorgeouſneſs of Habits, and 
the Galaxy of Jewels that flaſhed, on my Sight, 
ſtunned me almoſt as much as the Glory of Jate 


did the poor unfortunate Semele.—I felt no Reali- 
ties; I trod in Air; and all I faw was Viſion—l 


for a while forgot who I was, where I was, or in 


what Kingdom of the Globe; and expected, every 
Moment, to ſee the Great Mogul make his trium- 
phal Entry at Indoſtan, at Agra, or Dehli—which 
is it? — no Matter, I ſhall ſoon, too ſoon, be a 
perfect Geographer in thoſe far diſtant Regione, 
when my dear Boy becomes an Inhabitant cf 
India, 

I thought FE while I was there, of 
your Reflections at a Maſquerade, expreſſed in the 
Character of Carewe in the Triumvirate *, and 
did all I could to add a. Third Image to your 
Ideas, but found it impoſſible, - It vexed me to 
find that you could deſcribe a Scene you had 
never ſeen better than I could * Midſt 
of it. 

Well—I may now ſay of ne aqhe 
Lord Mayor of London once did of Hunting—/7 
bade been—tor I declare, that if there was to be 
One every Week for theſe Twelve Months, I 
would never go to another—but though this has 
been both an expenſive and a fatiguing Amuſe- 

F 4 ment, 
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ment, IL am very well fatisfied at having been 
there, as I ſhould always have imagined it to be 
a much higher Entertainment than I found it. 
Even Mrs. P-— and my Son (who are both 
young enough to reliſh Rarecſbotus) ſubſcribe to 
my Opinion. 

Toward the latter Part of the Night, the lovely 
Crewe unveiled, and Jewels were no more—ſhe 
had none on herſelf; and when ſhe unmaſked 
there was no longer a Diamond ſeen in the 
Room—ſhe was dreſſed in the Character of a 
ſpinning Girl—fmplex munditiis, to the laſt De- 
gree—but looked fo charming in her Unattire, 
that one might well have faid to the richeſt female 
Maſque around her, what Death does in the old 
Ballad, „Fair Lady, lay your coſtly Robes 
« afide.” | 

I had the Plerſure of receiving a Letter from you 
juſt before I fet ont laſt Night, which furniſhed 
me with Two Things I much wanted—Money 
| and Spirits. Though was there not a Hint in faid 
Letter that might have abated the latter ? But 
- you have only raiſed my Curioſity, without alarm- 
ing my Jealouſy, by your little Anecdote of the 
diſtreſſed Damſel you mention—for I have the 
moſt perfect Confidence in the Conſtancy and 
Sincerity of your Affection, without being the 
leaſt Vain of the Merits of its Object. 

This 
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This Preſumption, though a real Truth, 
would not.. eakly. find Credit from a weak, a 
vulgar, : or indelicate Mind. But hence ye 
«« Prophane— I hate ye all' —-It is to you, and 
you only, my dear Philoſopher, that I venture to 
reveal the Sentiments of that Heart — is 
your's and ever ſhall be only your's. | 
It is exactly Six Months fince my dear rere 
left me. Adieu, et main. | 
FRANCES. 
The Oddeeſs and Variety of the Apparences ſorprized and 
diverted me for ſome Time; but 1 ſoon grew tired of the Farce, 
and felt, myſelf offended at ſeeing human Nature fo deformed and 


ſo: diſguiſed. I had no rational Amuſement bete, for I eould 


neither enjoy Society nor Soliloquy. At One Time I compared 
mytelf to Adam, when he had collected together all the Animals 


ef the Creation, to call them Names —at another Time à more A 


ſerious” Image occurred ta me of the Laſt Day, when all the 
various Nations of the Earth ſhall be gathered into One ee 


Jud gents 
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LETTER DCCXX. 


Hexay to FRANCES. 


Par Gate. 
ARR&1veD here this Evening with my Seraglio, 
a but rather too late to reach Cheſter we had 
what other People might call a fine Paſſage, but 
bad is the beſt to me. The whole Cargo are going 
to' Supper, and I to Bed, as ſoon as I have drank 
a Bowl of Tea, and finiſhed this Paragraph of 

Intelligence. | 
I am vexed at my Stupidity now, in not defiring 
you to direct your Letters hither, as I ſhould re- 
ceive them ſo much the ſooner—though if they 
were now lying before me, I could not indulge 
myſelf in the Pleafure of anſwering any Part of 
them, as the Room turns round with me at preſent, 
and I cannot hold my Head down to the Paper for 


another Line. 


Agieu / 


HENRY. 


LETTER 
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LET TER Decxxi. 
HexzY te FRANCES. 


Cheſter. 


FE all arrived here this Morning, and ſhall 
Caravan it up to London together I 
received the Pleaſure of a Letter from you here, 
which has given me a good Appetite. to my 
Breakfaſt, better than the Two. Days faſting I 
{uſtained on Board, 

The Account you give me of my young Mar $ 
Appointment has afforded me infinite Satisfaction. 
An Officer who came over with me, and had 
ſexved ſeveral Years in India, aſſures me that he 
would more readily accept of ſuch a Nomination 
for lus Son, than an Enſign's Commiſſion at 
Home. 

The young Fellow has both Senſe * "EY 
and I doubt not the Succeſs for him which I fo 
ſincerely wiſh him. What a deſirable Event it 
would be if we ſhall be able to get him and our 
own dear Boy ſtationed in the lame Diſtrid te- 
gether in Afia | you ſee I ſpeak of Proſpects as. 
Poſſeſſions—but a Confidence in Providence is not 


Preſumption. 
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Do not be alarmed about the different Sen- 
fations you felt upon this Occaſion, they are 
natural to the moſt benevolent Diſpoſitions tlie 
Happineſs of others relieve a good deal our own 
ö Uneaſineſſes, but then theſe again are apt con- 
8 ſiderably to damp our Joy at ſuch a Criſis. When 
we are happy ourſelves, then only we feel the 
whole Momentum of another's Felicity. 

I am ſorry it is not in my Power to be with you 
on your Anniverſary, as this is the very Day; 
ſo that you muſt carnival it alone for the preſent ; 
and we will celebrate a Gala upon this happy Oc- 
caſion, as ſoon as we meet together—till then 
adicu, my deareſt Life, 


.T 
\ 2 
. 1 


HENRV. 


LETTER DCCXXIL. 


FRANCES to HENRY, 


On a Journey, 


OW does my deareſt Harry ? I hoped to 

have had a Line before this, that would 

have anſwered that Quere, though I doubt whether 
your telling me that you are well could abate my 
Anxiety 


) 
| 
1 
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Anxiety on account of your Health I well know 
you feel much more Tenderneſs for me than for 
yourſelf, and would in that Particular deeerve me 
into a State of Tranquillity— Quelle 1 
ruſe d'amour 

I am impatient to know how you rraballed 
through your Journey—ſuch a Companion as 
yours threatened to be, muſt render the tedious 
Way more weary. I have juſt now been able to ac- 
count for what you have often been ſo kind to com- 
pliment me upon—my being an excellent Travel- 
ler.—You have always been the Companion of 


my Journies, and made the Highways as well as 
the ſequeſtered Paths of Life, cheerful and plea- 


ſing to me. We may certainly be . amuſed by 
thoſe we love, even in Pain and Sickneſs —how 
much eaſier then mult it be to divert the Attention, 
and render us inſenſible to the ſlighter Privation 
of any temporary Enjoyments ? 

The Days ſince you left me, have been long 
and cold—this Tranſit of Venus has the ſame 
Effet on the Weather which it is ſuppoſed it 
will have on female Conſtitutions. But what will 
become of ſuch frail Mortals, when her amarous 
Starſhip ſhall come flaming forth from the torrid 
Embraces of Phoebus ever bright and ever young 
But perhaps ſhe may then paſs for a Patroneſs of 

2 Chaſtity, 
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Chaſtity, as having ſuſtained the Fire ordeal— 


perhaps that Prude Diana too may be inclined to 
reſign her Province to her, as it is poſſible the may 


be Ie de fon metier (as Rochefaucault expreſſes 
himſelf) by this Time, and willing to retire for 


- a few Centuries to an agreeable Tete d Tete with 


Endymion on the Top of Mount Latmus.. 
The preſent Week has paſſed away in Diſſipa- 
tion, but I intend to be very diligent the next; 
and both you and I have ſuch an Application to 
Buſineſs, when once we ſet about it, that we may 
almoſt be ſaid to recouer /off Time —if we cannot 
make it ſtay, we can at leaſt call it back again. 
Your Children are well, and preſent their Love 
and Duty to you, and ſo does your ever fond and 
faithful Wife | 
FRANCES, 


—_— 
W — ci. 


LETTER DecxxIII. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


My dear Fanny, | Daventry. 
E got to St. Albans laſt Night; ſoon 
after our Arrival, a Gentleman ſent in 
his Compliments to deſire Places for his Wife and 
himſelf in our Coach as far as Coleſhill — no 
| Name 
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Name was mentioned. My Partner refuſed, as 
he choſe to aceommodate Part of our Luggage 
with the furplus Room. Immediately after Cap- 
tain B=— entered to mforce his Requeſt ; but 
the ſturdy Cit ſtill refuſed 1 would have com- 
plied, though it might have been ſome Inconve- 
nience—you know my Way. But as I conſidered 
my Fellow Traveller as Principal in the Journey 
(he having taking the Trouble of providing and 
bargaining for the Carriage) I acquieſced in his 
Determination — he is a Perſon in Trade, and 
conſidering myſelf in Co, I could not think of 
admitting a Partner without mutual Conſent—1 
am ſorry for this Event, becauſe it may happen d to 
give Offence where I did not intend one. 

I neither breakfaſted nor dined Yeſterday ar 
To-day. I am now writing for my Supper, and 
amuſing Hunger by writing to you— while my 
Companion 1s relating the whole Story of Lord 
B and Mifs W——, upon which Trial he 
was, it ſeems, a principal Agent, as, a voluntary 
Friend to. the injured Party, and to W the 
Honour of the City. 

It was extremely unkind of my Diſorder to attack 
me, after ſo long an Interval of Eaſe, juſt at the 
Time I hoped, and more particularly wiſhed, to 
have left you in full Health, the better to ſup- 


port. 
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port our Parting, But this Weather will not 
ſuffer any One to remain in Vigour. Air is the 
Spring of Life, and when Summer turns to 
Winter, even young People muſt of courſe be- 


come old. Every Perſon under this Sun muſt 
expect to feel the Effects of Age. Tg 


I am complaining of bad Weather at the pre- 
ſent Writing, and you may perhaps happen to 


read my Letter while you are rejoicing in good — 


this may be like the Expreſſions of Grief, which 
appear immoderate to thoſe who are not ſuffering 


under the fame Impreſſions. — You ſee that 1 


cannot refrain from making Reflections - but you 
will excuſe them, as they are only upon Things 
not Perſons, my dear Auti-Cenſor. 

I am, thank God, much better than when 1 
left London, with regard to the Pain in my Sto- 
macher; but not able to lift my Hand to my 
Head with the Rheumatiſm.— However, you may 
ſee that I am able to lay it on my Heart, by ſub- 
ſcribing myſelf, my deareft F anny, your truly af- 


fectionate Huſband, 


HENRY. 


Bleſſings to our Children and Love to thaje 
awe la ve. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DecxxIV. 
HENRY to FRANCES. 

* Cheſter. 

ERE is to your Health.—Dulneſs, Fatigue, 

and I, arrived here together time enough 
for a regular Dinner Meal. | 

My Arm is in a moſt helpleſs and agonizing 
State, particularly at Night—as ſoon as I grow 
warm in Bed, my old Man's Pains exceed the 
Childbed ones—a poor Compariſon ! I cannot 
turn myſelf in Bed, which-you know is a grievous 
Thing to ſuch a reſtleſs Sleeper as I am. I am 
forced now to do a Nights, what I have done all 
my Days—not to Hit Sides, I want ſome Body, 
mdecd I do, to turn me now, and to turn to 
0 of ots A 
What ſurprizes me is, that my left Arm is as 

well as ever, and gives itſelf the Airs of a right 
One now. — That Two equal Members of the 
ſame Body, twined together in the ſame Womb, 
and nouriſhed by the ſame Food, ſhould be ſub- 
ject to ſuch different Humours and Diſpoſitions 
Here recollect your Quere to me, on a ſimilar 
Subject, in the Firſt Volume of our Letters *#— 


® Letter XXXVI, Paragraph 2. | 
This 
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This is not to be accounted for phyſically—let us 
try how the Difficulty of it can be diſcuſſed in 
Morals. 

Perhaps—no doubt of it—that this ſame right 
—ſay wrong Hand of mine, has been the greater 
Sinner of the Two it was this Hand that wrote 
the enſnaring Billet-doux—it was this Hand that 
fixed the Aſſignation—it was this Hand —— 
fine, it was this Hand that ſpooned the Turtle, 
that carved the Veniſon, that drew the Cork, that 
filled the Bumper, and that emptied the Flaſk — 
to your Health, rather than to my own. 

While this honeſt left Hand of mine was 
never guilty of any ſuch Mancuvres—nor ever 
ſhall, the poor dear innocent Member—for I ſhall 
ſtill preſerve its Purity; and according to Scrip- 
ture, it ſhall never know what my right Hand 
doeth — or rather hath done, For here is my 
Hand to you (I may ſafely ſtake my Heart too) 
it never ſhall be a Delinquent more. 

Thus, then you may ſee, my deareſt —— [1 
want a Word—Language wants it—to expreſs 
my Sentiment toward you—how fully intitled ! 
am to the Character I boaſted lately of myſelf, o 
being the happieſt Creature alive—for when my 
Health or Fortunes fail me, I can make a Sport, 
even of my Loſſes or my Pains, And it is not 

impoſ- 
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impoſſible perhaps, but that I may at length be 
able to laugh them both ſo much out of Coun- 
tenance, that they ſhall be aſhamed ever to ſhew 
their Faces in my Company again. * 

How much to be pitied are thoſe People who 
have unhappily encouraged ſuch an Impatience in 
themſelves, as is apt to reſent all the Ills of Life, 
as perſonal Indignities; who are angry, rather 
than ſorry, at Misfortunes, and feel affronted at a 
Tooth-ach, as if they had received a Slap on the 
Chops. 

My Bleſſing to our Children—l pray this moſt 


fervently ; and yet I am One of the few who 


love another Man's Child better than their own 
—for I am much fonder of your Father's Daugh- 


ter than ever I was of mine. 


Adieu, my Life and Love! 


Henne, 


LETTER 
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FRAXCEs to Henry. 


OUR Letter from Cheſter gave me both 
Pain and Pleaſure, —I feel for your preſent 


Sufferings, but at the fame Time rejoice that you 
have had fome Reſpite from the more dangerous 
Malady. I am no great Philoſopher, and perhaps 
feel the Preſſure of almoſt every Evil, even in the 
Extreme, yet I have been all my Life ſuperior to 
fimple Pain, while unconnected with what Phy- 
ſicians are pleaſed to dignify with the Title of the 


Noble Parts. -- But I am apt to fink under the 
ſlighteſt Ailment in the Head, Breaſt, or Stomach 


— while I have ſeen you moſt Rtoically riſe above 
che Pains of them all at once. 

I know you love Paradoxes, and I really think 
that all this Fortitude muſt be owing chiefly to the 
Greatneſs of your Senſibility — for thoſe whoſe 
Tears are moſt ready to flow for others, ſeldom 
ſhed many for themſelves, 


* To each his Sufferings —all are Men, 
© Condemn'd alike to moan : 
& The Tender for another's Pain; 


“ The Unfecling for their own.“ 
This 
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'This is not only ſweet Poetry, but ſound Phi- 
loſophy too— l hope and believe. 

What admirable Reſources does your trium- 
phant Spirit ſtill ſupply you with When the na- 
tural Means fail, you can © elaborate an artificial 
« Happineſs from Pains.” — Your Diſtinction 
between your right Hand and your left, puts'me 
in Mind of the poor Priſoner in the Baſtile, who 
amuſed himſelf with ſetting them to play at Cheſs 
with one another. 

I dined To-day with our dear R, at her 
UncleP——'s$; in the Evening we came top, 
in whoſe Study I am now ſeribbling away to year 
Father's dear $5n—but I feel myſelf crampt; I 
am like the Prieſt who could read in no Book but 
his own—at leaſt, I never write with Half the 
Eaſe, Pleaſure, or Spirit, that I do at Home: 
But though the Powers of my Mind may be in- 
fluenced by local Objects, the Feelings of my 
Heart are the ſame in all Places, and at all Times 
I ſhall therefore ever remain with the trueſt and 
wndereſt Affection yours, whilſt I am 


FRANCES. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXXVI 


FRANCEs to HENRY. 


O Letter from my Harry ſince Wedneſday ! 
*..—ourely the poor dear Arm is not the 
Cauſe of his Silence. You deal too hardly with 
him—recounting all his Faults, without recording 
his Merits—this may be what he reſents, and 
has made him forget his Cunning. That Arm has 
often preſſed me to thy Heart; has ever expreſſed 
the kind and tender Effuſions of conjugal Affec- 
tion; and ſoothed, and ſooths ſtill the Irkſome- 
neſs and Pangs of Abfence :—That Arm has 
oft relieved the Poor, the Friendleſs, and mini- 
ſtered Comfort to thy forrowing Friends. Go to 
go to—you deal ſeverely with him, 

This is our dear Boy's Birth-day—be it ever 
bleſſed by me ! and may he ever have Reaſon to 
bleſs it! If ever Woman had Cauſe to rejoice 
that a Man was born into the World, I ſurely have 
— indeed, he is a moſt excellent Creature and 
yet I am ſending him from me! Why this but 
ſhews my Love the more—preterring him to my- 
"ſelf, — How hard the Conflict, and how long the 


Interval! I ſhall never—no—never ceaſe to rejoice 
7 at 


— — 
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at his going, nor to lament his Abſence - no 
more. ö 


* 


Adieu © 


FRANCES. 


P. S. T have juſt this Minute received a Card 
from your late Fellow Traveller, who has, it 
"ſeems, been returned back to Town theſe 
Two Days; and fays, that he had promiſed 
to acquaint me he had left you well 
8 (except in Pain) at Cheſter, which accounts 


for your not writing laſt Poſt. He was rather 
late in his Advice. 


——_— — —— wu. 
5 — — 


LETTER DCCXXVIL 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


By an Amanuęnſis. 


My dear FAN xx, Cheſter, 

f 7 Have not an Hand to convey my Heart to 
i you, therefore I have been forced to borrow 
one, I was obliged to put a Bliſter on my Arm 
ſoon after I wrote my laſt Letter to you—this has 
R rather increaſed the Pain ever ſince, and has com- 
ce |} pletely diſabled me for the preſent from either | 
at |} witing or riding. 8 1 
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But, thank God, all my Diſorder has been only 
Pain, which I bear the better as it is all my own, 
I dread nothing but Danger, becauſe in that you 
are a Sharer. I cannot convey an Idea of the 
Irkſomeneſs of my being handeuffed fo long, ex- 
cept by deſiring you only to conceive Mrs, 3 
being Tongue-ticd for a Week. 

A Joke is enough to convince yau that I am 
not only alive, but in Pain too, according to 
Mr. F—'s Remark on me.—lI would go on for 
a Sentence or Two more in the fame Strain, but 
that my Amanuenſis ſeemed to look at me, on 
dictating the laſt Paragraph, as if he apprehended 
that my Pain and Want of Reſt had rendered me a 
little light-headed. | 

My Bleſſing to my Children, my Love to you, 
and my Breakfaſt to myſelf. 


£ i 5 4 
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Adieu ! 


HExRV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXXVIIL 


HENRY ts Frances. 


Cheſter. 

Au, thank God, at length releaſed from the 

Baſtile, though not yet perfectly reſtored to the 
free Uſe of Pen, Ink, and Paper. —I write ſtill in 
Pain what you muſt read with Difficulty / vis me 
flere—aſk Harry. 

Laſt Night was the Firſt Time that I have 
taken off my Cloaths ſince I came to this Town ; 
I could not fleep, and haunted my Chamber in 
Agony all Night—what Reſt, or rather Reſpite, I 
had, was by raving Dozes in my Chair by Day— 
the Bliſter relieved me not, but rather to Pain 
new Pangs imparted.” Three ſtrong Potions 
of Guaiacum in the Subſtance with large Potations 
of Opium (though unavailing in the firſt Inſtance 
of inducing Sleep) taken every Twenty-four 
Hours, with little Food and leſs Wine, have ena- 
bled me juſt to crawl and ſcrawl. 

I went out in a Poſt-chaiſe for an Hour this 
Morning, to try if J could bear the Journey, and 
think I may be a e to travel, though en travail, 
' To-morrow, when I purpoſe to ſet out for the 
Vor. VI. G Head; 
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Head; and if my right Hand does not again Ver- 
get its Cunning, you ſhall hear from me on the 
Road. You may ſee by the laſt Expreſſion that J 
have received a Letter from you here. 
I got my Fellow Traveller to write an Account 
of my Situation to Mr. F „as an Apology 
for my not going over with that Expedition which 
perhaps his Buſineſs with me may require —but 1 
believe that he muſt have given me over, as ſoon as 
he read the Letter, for I could not prevail on the 


ſober Citizen to throw the leaſt humorous Image 
into his Manuſcript. —<* Lord, Sir, faid he, are 
you not making an Apology to your Friend for 


„ not being able to attend his Summons ?—Now 
% fuch a Paragraph as you dictate muſt make 
„ him imagine that you are only fhamming 
„ Srckneſs, like an idle School-boy.— Why, Sir, 
if he has the leaſt Tenderneſs for you, he 
„ muſt drop Tears when he reads my Letter 
« your's would only ſet him a laughing.” 

Theſe were his very Words, and they had good 
Senſe in them, as he did not know my Manner— 
which as it is not only fingular, but I believe 
peculiar, I did not attempt to explain to him, 
So I ſuffered the Letter to go to the Poſt, as if 
it had been wrote from the Counter ; and I fear 
that F will think the diſmal Billet was 

2 penned 


Henry and Frances. 147 
penned by an Executor, and may plead the Sta- 
tute of Mort- main againſt it. 

This ſame Perſon is a very different Sort of 
Man from me indeed (without a Foke) for though 
he had ſet out ror Ireland to tranſact a Buſineſs of 
Conſequence, and receive a conſiderable Balance 


of Account, he returned back again to London 


the Day after we arrived here, upon finding him- 
ſelf a little diſardered - but whether in his Sto- 
mach (as he pretended) or his Head, I ſhall 
leave to the Reader. He was not the Amanuenjis 
I employed to you. 

I did not think of penning Three Lines to you 


when I fat down to this Paper; but I write always 


to you without Thought, my Heart ſaves me the 
Labour of Reflection. 

Adieu, my Life: God bleſs you and your 
Children. — Let Harry have his Triumph —tell 
him he plays better on the Fiddle than I can, at 
preſent, Love to the Reſt of the Coterie—] re- 
membered B in my laſt, 


Your fond, faithful, and canfidins Huſband, 


Hexay, 


G2 LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXXIX. 


FrxANCEs to HENRV. 


NEeveR was ſo ſhocked in my Life, as when 

I received my deareſt Harry's Letter written 
by another Hand,—I ſhould certainly have got 
out of Bed (for there I happened to be confined 
by the moſt violent Cold) and ſet out for Cheſter 
that Moment, if the fame Poſt had not kindly 
brought me another, dated T'wo Days later, and 
written by yourſelf, 

Thank God, I did not receive hs Firſt in due 
Time — the Delay has ſaved me a World of 
Miſery, Hazard, and Fatigue. I have often 
lamented, but never before rejoiced, at the being 
prevented from hearing from you. O my Love! 
what ſhall I ſuffer till I know you are well and 
ſafe landed 

There is ſurely a ſtrong Sympathy in our Con- 


ſtitutions, as well as in our Minds—how often 
have we been both ill at the fame Time in 
different Parts of our Worid—this ought to be 
a mutual Tie on both to attend to the * 
tion of our Healths— and, indeed, I will never 
make you ill again by any Careleſſneſs of myſelt. 


My 


-».. T6. 
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My Cold affects me in the ſame Manner with 
the one I got at Sea. I cannot move, or breathe, 
without ſuffering Pain—every Nerve and Muſcle 
of my poor flight Frame is relaxed—but away 
with Complaining, and let us both be well as 


ſoon as poſſible.—I ſay done firſt, 
You beat Scarron all to nothing—he was only 


merry in Pain, but you are witty alſo -I ſhould 
be quite content if I were able barely to imitate 
his Philoſophy —I would rather be in Poſſeſſion 
of that Faculty, than of his Wife's Fame. How- 
ever, I really think that I am taking my Degrees 
in his School of late, for I find that I can bear a 
great deal better (I do not mean Children) than 
Juſed to do, 

This is my firſt Attempt at a Scarronade—but 
as John Moody fays, a canna haud it—nor the 
Pen neither—I muſt, therefore, bid my deareſt 
Life adieu, and ſet about making us both well 
without further Loſs of Time, 


FRANCES, 


G 3 LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXXX. 


HENRY fo FRANCES, 


Holywell. 

W as returned from whence I came Yeſterday 

the Motion of the Chaiſe would have made 
me faint, if my Heart would have ſuffered it. 
The forcing my bliſtered Arm into my Coat- 
ſleeve had hurt me: I had worn nothing but my 
Surtout over my Veſt for Ten Days before, both 
Night and Day. 

I made an Attempt again this Morning, but on 
Horſeback ; for I am not yet able to bear the Jerks 
and Joltings of a Carriage: I have travelled theſe 
Eighteen Miles with tolerable Eaſe, but at a to- 
lerable eaſy Rate alfo—about Two Miles an 
Hour, | 

They are Couſen B—'$s Horſes and Servant 
T have borrowed, or rather lent to myſelf, for this 
Journey—pray tell him fo ; and that I took up 
my Abode at his Houſe for the laſt Five or Six 
Days I ſtaid. What an Exchange !—from a 
dirty Garret, noiſy Houſe, bad Food, worle 
dreſſed, and no Attendance, eſpecially after I was 


obliged to leave off Wine—to be tranſported to 2 
neat 
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neat clean Houſe, where quiet and ſweet Air 
reigned, and Two of the Centurion's Servants, a 
Cook and Groom obeyed. It actually cured. me 
in Half the Time—perhaps faved my Life, for 
began to fee] One mortal Sympton about me, 
that I grew impatient, 

I had no Amuſement during my Confinement, 
but what I made out of myſelf, or rather Half of 
myſelf. I could not write, but I read and muſed, 
and muſed and read, for Variety, by Turns. I 
knew a ſenſible lively young Woman in the 
Town, and begged my Life of her, but ſhe re- 
turned me the incloſed ' Billet-amer — this was 
perhaps being more prudiſh than even the Strict 
neſs of theſe Times need have exacted. 

But I was made Amends by a Miſs S. P 
a good-humoured agreeable Girl, who came to 
ſee me Twice, and ſent her Father to offer me his 
Service—ſhe is a great Friend to that Houſe, and 
heard of a ſick Couſen confined there. I lent her 
your Novel; ſhe carried it off with Joy, but re- 
turned it with Tears. | 
At Sight, pleaſe to pay to Captain B A 
or Order, the Sum of "Three Guineas Sterling, 
which I was obliged to borrow from Mr. B 
here. I fend you a Receipt for One of them to 
put on the File, though filing: of Guineas is 

G 4 againſt 
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againſt the Law— but if we go on filing our 
Gold at this Rate, we may be reduced, like 
the Cat in the Fable, to lick the File ourſelves at 
laſt. And fo I file off for a while to eat a Bit of 
Welch Runt. | 

I have dene it, as Mr, Belmont ſays *, or ra- 
ther had ſoon done with it, for it was moſt 
fryingly overdone —however, you know my uſual 
Grace upon ſuch Occaſions + The Cook came 
in to jaſtißſy herſelf (for the Welch never conde- 
ſcend to an Excuſe) take that, my little ap Shenkin. 
] told her that if ſhe was to be roaſted before as 
hot a Fire in the next World as ſhe had placed 
my poor Loin of Mutton at, ſhe would never ſtop 
at Purgatory.— Hur ſputtered out of the Room, 
faying, hur is wicked Shentlemans, and great 
Scold. I am comforting myſelf with a Bumper 
of Wine—to Fanny and her Children, which is 
the Firſt Glaſs I have drank theſe Ten Days. 

Did you ever ſee fuch a Summer! You ſaid at 
the Beginning of it, that this Sort of Weather 
would ſhorten it extremely—but it has only ſhort- 
enced the Days to lengthen the Nights. I, even 
I have never been without a Fire ſince we parted. 
This Expreſſion has ſunk my Spirits, It was 


la the Comedy of the Doub/e Mifiake. 
4+ Vel. iv. of the Series, Page 23e, Paragraph 5. 
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an irkſome Thing to be ſo long confined fo near 
-y9u another provoking Circumſtance is, that 
not expecting to overtake me on the Road, many 
of your dear Letters are gone on before me to 
Ireland. : 

Here I might frame a true Ovidian Epiſtle in the 
Stile of the Faux Brillants, by obſerving, that we 
might be nearer were we not /o nigh, with many 
other Conceits of the ſame Kind—which, though 
my Writings perhaps too much abound with, 
could find no Place here, as the Love I bear my 
deareſt Fanny is not only above Conceit, but beyond 
Conception too. 

There are (I blame them not) who think fuch 
a Paſſion as mine to be not in Nature -I ſhould 
think ſo myſelf, if 1 did not feel it. Foppery could 
never have ſuſtained an Eriguette of this Kind ſo 
long And why ſhould I merely court you? You 
are not my Patron—but my Pattern. | 

Here now I feem to be exceeding into the very 
Stile I have been juſt reprehending—but when the 
Mind is gay, the Imagination grows warm, and 
is apt to be overheated into ſuch a Pruriency as 
this, 

I cannot drink this Wine. — Here, Joſeph, 
rub well and litter your Maſter's Horſes—and quaff 
off this Bottle, Order in ſome Tea, and fee my 
Sheets well aired, 


"5 Adieu, 
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Adieu, my Life] I am tired, and muſt quit 
the painful Pleaſure of writing to you, for the 
ſtupid Eaſe of lolling in my Chair. Good Night, 
ſweet Love 


HENRV. 


CONWAY. 


I miſſed the Poſt at Holywell, and have brought 
on my Letter hither — a great Second Day's 


Journey, and well performed —Mending, I think, 
thank God ! 


Adieu ! 


LETTER DCCXXXI.- 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


My fond and conflant Ip EA, Bangor. 


Hap but juſt Time to poſtſcript you 2t 
Conway laſt Night. I was tired, and com- 
pletely wet from Abergavenny to that Stage, 
Twelve Miles: It rained inceſſantly; I could not 


put en (as the Jockey Phraſe 1s) the Pain in my 
Arm rendered briſk Motion painful to me—ſo 


that at the Rate of but Two Miles an Hour, I 


ſtood the Pelting of that perilous Storm, as Lear 
| ſays, 
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ſays, and ia the ſame Situation alſo—in my loſt 
Kingdom— Though you have. often diſputed that 
Point with me whoſe it was. But you have 
generally evaded the Teſt of the. true Prince, by 
going with me to the Tower, and a the 
Deciſion to the Lions there. 

Indeed you did take me at my Word on the 
firſt Propoſition of this Argument but then there 
was not a Lion in the whole Kingdom of Ireland. 
—Beſfides, you might have placed a further Con- 
fidence in the Superſtition of that Animal, as 
you were then a Maid. But I now beg Leave to 
throw myſelf at your Majeſty's royal Feet, and 
acknowledge myſelf your Vaffal only; for [ch 
Dien has been long ſince my Motto, with regard 
to you—and ſhall ever remain To. 

In all my Wet and Dittreſs I could not help 
being ſtruck with the Beauty of the Landſcape 
juſt coming in ſight of Conway.— Look there, 
Joſeph, ſaid I, in a Rapture, fee that Proſpet— 
Yes, Maſter, faid he, I think we have reached our 
Stage at laſt, He had no more Idea of the View 
than his Horſe, —There are Millions of Men as 
unaffefted as he at ſuch Things; and who give 
Poetry, or the Claſſics, no Merit, but for what 


little Senſe there is in them. 


G6 I had 
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I had never come to the Town on that Side 
before, By Tullacavan Ferry is the uſual Route 
by this Means I loſt my Way Three or Four 
Times, and whenever I had an Opportunity of 
inquiring it, I was only anſwered dame Saſnic.— 
Now the Name of Conway is the ſame in Welch 
as in Engliſh; and what could they imagine I 
meant by ſpeaking of it to them with a Look of 
Inquiry, and Face of Diſtreſs ? Dame Saſnic— no, 
not a Hand, a Finger, would they ſtretch out to 
point to the Right or Left, though I made every 
expoſtulating Geſture imaginable myſelf, to lead 
them into it. Dame Saſnic—T could have given 
them Arſnic, with all my Heart. 

Some Philoſopher ſays, that Brutes would come 
to Reaſon if they had the Advantage of Speech— 
this I deny, for Parrots never arrive at it. How- 
ever the Welch—you ſee what a Paſſion I am 
in — ſeem to be Inſtances of this Hypotheſis ; for 
they appeared wholly void of Reaſon, becauſe we 
had not a common Speech between us for the 
Communication of Ideas. They would have. 
made but bad Egyptians, as Hieroglyphicks would 
be totally unintelligible to them; they would 
make as bad Frenchmen, or Italians alſo, who 
converſe more by Semezlogy than by Dialogue. 
A Shrug is one of their Parts of Speech, and ex- 

preſſes 
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preſſes ſome Things which their ſterite Languages 
want Words for, "Ts | 

Why then—I am in an Hell of a Temper 1 
find this Morning, abuſing ſo many Nations 
what have the French and Italians done to pro- 
yoke me? 

An Incident has juſt happened to amuſe me— 
Joſeph brought me a Card, with this Quere in = 
« A Gentleman will be obliged to Mr. G — 
« jf he will let him know who wrote the follow 


« ing Song, and upon whom: 


« Kitty beautiful and young, © 
& And wild as Colt untam'd, &c.” 


« He thinks it was Gay, upon Lady Catharine 
„ Hyde, afterwards Dutcheſs of Buccleugh.” 


ANSWER. 


© The Song was wrote by Prior, and the 
« Dutcheſs of Queenſborough was the Theme.” 
— There was a Guinea Bet upon it. —Am 1 
right ? 


Well, this Day has made me Amends—it was 

a fine One. I paſſed the Sands, where I was once 
caſt away—you would have fancied that Pactolus 
had juſt flowedover the Strand: The Sun ſhone 
fo 
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ſo bright, that every Grain of Sand became a Par- 
ticle of gold Duſt. Had . been there, he 
would have ſtiled it the Guinea Cza/t, and fo 
indeed would Swift himſelf in One of his 
Humours. 

Liſten to the Generation of a Thought—thoſe 
ſtupendous Excreſcences of Nature, Pelion upon 
Offa heaped, occaſioned me to reflect on the 
ſeveral great Works of Genius that have appeared 
in the World: The Iliad, /Eneid, and Paradiſe 
Loft, naturally occurred to me thought of the 
Campaign alſo—magna parvis. Addiſon's Fame 
ariſes from his periodical Papers in the Tatler, 
Spectator, and Guardian—here he is inimitable, 
In his other Writings far ſurpaſſed. | 

His Campaign, which called for, would have 

inſpired, and have afforded a Latitude to Genius, 
betrays rather the Longitude of it : It is prolix and 
heavy; it is not the Work of Nature; it is not 
the Mount Aches; it is but the Idea of Dinocra- 
tes * neatly executed: His famous Simile in that 
Poem which J rather ſtile infamous: So when 
« an Angel by divine Command, &c.” Vell 
pleaſed to execute horrid Vengeance, if only par- 
celled out among the Three great Epics above- 
mentioned, would have been ſufficient to have 


„ This was the puny Architect, who propoſed to Alexander 
the ſhaping that Mauntain into the Form of a Man, 
damned 
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damned them all. No Flight of Poetry, nor In- 
ſpiration itſelf—but ſuch a Sentiment was never 
infpired—could have ſupported a Work againſt ſo 
ſhocking an Expreſſion. One would fancy he 
was deſcribing Tiſiphone, Alecto, or Megæra, in 
that Paſſage, inſtead of an Angel. How much 
better an Opinion had Sterne of ſuch a Being, in the 
Story of Le Feure ?—** The accuſing Angel flew 
up to Heaven with the Oath, and the recording 
„One in entering it down dropt a Tear upon the 
«© Page, and blotted it ont for ever.” 

Have a little Patience, My Paper you fee is juſt 
at an End—but is that a Reaſon why I ſhould have 
done ? Works of Supererogation have their Merit, 
they ſay, in Religion - Religion is Love; and fo 
beginneth the Fifth Page. 

But how to fill it? — I have no Letter of your's 
to anſwer, I want my Notes —I want my Heads 
—Q ! I want my Heart. 


Player, Mr. Bays, we have no white — for 
the Shower. 


| Bays. No matter—ſnow Brown then. 


Henry. Pleaſe to obſerve me in a brown Study, 
now, 
Juſt after I had paſſed by Penman-maur this 


Morning, the moſt lovely Scene imaginable opened 
upon 
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upon me; Hills and Dales covered with green 
Fields and rich Plantations—Here ſucceeded a 
Train of different Ideas from thoſe which the 
Auguſtneſs of the Objects I had juſt left behind 
had. before inſpired me with; which from the 
quick Succeſſion of the Images produced a propor- 
tionate Effect. Here I was brought Home again 
to real Life, My Fanny became the Dryad of 
theſe Groves, and my Children the Fauns and 
Sylvans of the Plains. 

But then, the great, the vaſt, the inn 
Objects I had juſt paſt, had ſo enlarged the Arca 
of my Mind, that I did not find ſufficient Fur- 
niture here to occupy the full Extent of it. The 
Bedfide and the Fireſide, indeed, needed no Addi- 
tion, But the Grande Sale, the ſtate Apartments, 
were empty. The preſent Scene poſſeſſed the 
beautiful, but wanted the {ublime of the former. 

When One has got into their Alitades it is not 
fafe to deſcend precipitately—but here there is no 
Danger of falling, while you are in Contempla- 
tion; for Pexman and Parnaſſus lie between the 
ſame Parallels, * 

I met with a Book here, intitled Mona antiqua 
reſlaurata, or the Antiquities of the Iſle of Au- 


gleſey, the antient Seat of the Britiſh Druids : 
I 
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Tt is an ingenious and a learned Work — among 
the Subſcribers, I met with your Father's Name. 
Hur plood was up, I dare fay, upon the Honour 
there paid to hut Country. 

I was ſurprized not to find a Lord Angleſey in the 
Catalogue, though there happened to have been 
One of that Title, who was a Man of Letters, and 
by way of Contra- diſtinction in his Line, was 
ſtiled, the Witty Lord Angleſey. The Thomond 
Race were characterized after the ſame Manner 
by One Interloper who unluckily diſgraced the - 
Genealogy. — But it is a fine Thing to be a 
Lord ! 

Lam going to Bed, which is more than you 
will do probably theſe Five Hours yet. 


Good Night. 


HENRY. 


LETTER 


162 LETTERS between 


L'E T T E R "DDCCXERY. 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


Flolyhead, *Mrs. Arthar”s. 
UT let us now take leave of Bangor, where 

I lay laſt Night, and am at length arrived at 
the Cape Finis-Terre of this Ultima T hule, 

The ſweet Cambrian Lyre has been warbling 
its native I/o:d-notes wild this Hour paſt. There 
was One Tune played juſt now which caught my 
Ear inquired the Name of it, it is called Sweet 
Henry—had it been ſtiled Sweet Fanny (Tau- 
tolozy) I would have noted it down: But 1 
grew ſoon weary cf myſelf—I can make no Har- 


mony alone, and want the other little Tune with 


you, to complete the Concert. 
TS 4. ©. 2 


G2. 0 a I'S 


— 
* 
* 
. 
* 


5 * 


Though I ſeem to write with great Fluency at 


| preſent, I have not recovered the Dexterity of 
my right Hand yet—it has not helped me to one 
Morſcl 
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Morſel this Fortnight, nor raiſed a Glaſs of Wine 
to my Lips; it has neither pruned my Beard, nor 
been able to ſupply me with one Pinch of Snuff 
but I forgive it all theſe leſſer Offices, ſince it has 
left me at Liberty to write to you. | 

The Loſs of this Limb (which I had lately fo. 
much Reaſon to apprehend) ſhocked me in a pe- 
culiar Manner, —I dreaded left I might not per- 
haps have loved you ſo well, after ſuch a Misfortune, 
as before. What an inert Chaos muſt my Life 
have been, without this quickening Spirit moving 
an the Face of the Waters! The warm Effufions ; 
of the Soul, which are the Exerciſe that pre- 
ſerve the Health and Vigour of Paſſion, are not 
to be conveyed through the cold Medium of an 
Amanuenſis. When [I ſpeak to you, I would have 
no other Perſon by—it, damps my Ardour : It is 
Speech only, not Sentiment. 

I have diſcharged Joſeph and the Horſes, which 
are now ſetting off for Cheſter. I like them both 
ſo well that I would carry them over with me to 
Ireland, if I thought Captain B-— would re- 
main any Time in London. Eraſmus borrowed 
a Palfrey from Sir Thomas More, to convey him 
as far as Dover; but liking his Gaits he ſhipped 
him off with himſelf to the Continent. He made 
his Apology in a Couple of humorous Diſtichs 

x they 
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they were in- Latin, and I am not in an Humour 
of tranſlating. A Stanza was the Price of a 
Horſe in thoſe Days—in the preſent Times, an 
epic Poem would not purchaſe the Saddle. 

Will the Marr never have done prating, you 
will cry. You will have the fame Reaſon to wiſh 
me lame again, as the Father had in Le Medecin 
malt Iny, to wiſh his Daughter dumb. 80 [ 
ſhall take leave of you in a Paragraph or Two 
more, and that for Wy own Sake, as well as 


your's, 

J had like to have had no Dinner To- day. 
Abbeſs Arthor has got a Coadjutrix here—ſhe is a 
ſmart Dame. I ordered ſome Fith, and ſhe told 
me there was none but flat Fiſh.—I faid, that 
Whales were flat ; ſhe replied that ſhe was not 
uſed to be fo ſpoken to, and miffed out of 
the Room. It ſeems they have nothing here 
but. Flounders, and I was ſuppoſed to have 
known it, 

However I have juſt dined, drank your Health, 
and bleſſed my Children. I did an extraordinary 
Thing alſo (for the Firſt Time in my Life) I filled 
up a Glaſs and drank my own Health too—this was 
not ſelfiſh, My Sentiments always communicate 
themſelves with you. I love myſelf till the 
better, the more I love you, 


&« Whether 


3 


E 


Henry and Frances. 165 


«© Whether Diſorder, or long Want of Uſe, 
« Hath wrought my Mind to this I cannot fay, 
« But Port is now become unpleaſing to me.“ 


I will not venture to run a Parody on the Reſt 
of Zanga's Speech, becauſe J am juſt ſtepping on 
Board. Adieu, my Gale through Life! 


Ad eu? 
HEN RV. 


n 


LETTER DCCxxxXIII. 


FRANCES ta HENRY. 


EFORE we parted, my deareſt Harry de- 

fired me not to write one Melancholy or 
diſpirited Letter to him. Did he then know 
that he ſhould be ill on the Road—that 1 ſhould 
receive an alarming Account of his Diſorder, and 
not hear from him again for a whole Week ? 
This is my preſent State, I will not fay thatT am 
unhappy, but fear I have Cauſe to be ſo. One 
ſhort Line from the Head would have made me 
otherwiſe, 


My 
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My Spirits are very weak. My dear Boy is to 
go to India in Ottober,” I have an heavy Cold 
on me. Indeed, my Love, I cannot write as ! 
could wiſh to you at preſent. I hope I ſhall have 
Reaſon to be in better Spirits by next Poſt—til 
then, my Heart's beſt Treaſure, my more than 
Life, 


Adi eu! 


FRANCES, 


LETTER DCCXXXIV, 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


My dearet HarRy, 


HE conſtant Anxiety I have ſuffered for this 
Fortnight, has weakened my Mind fo ex- 


tremely, that I am almoſt afraid of writing to you, 
leſt 


« ] ſhould indulge the Woman in my Soul, 
And give a Looſe to Tears and to Complainings.” 


That you have ſuffered much I too well be- 
lieve, but ſure I am that I have ſuffered more: 
The Mind feels ſtronger than the Body — the 

immortal 


* 
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immortal Part of us muſt certainly have the higher 
Senſibility. I lament my not having followed my 
Firſt Impulſe, which was to have ſet out for 
Cheſter the Moment I received your Firſt Letter 
from thence. I ſhould have ſeen you, I ſhould 
have held you in my Arms, and bathed your 
poor tortured Arm with thoſe Tears that have 
flowed here in vain. Prudence or Thought ſhould 
never interfere where the Aﬀections are concerned 
—they marr all the fond, the tender, the de- 
lightful Purpoſes of the Heart. I will liſten no 
more to their cold Counſels. 

I had felt myſelf much inclined to like Miſs 
from your former Account of her. —I 
cannot bear her now. Prudery (which is even 
worle than Prudence) dictated the Coyneſs of her 
Billet. I am perſuaded ſhe will die an old Maid, 


happily 


and pine with Envy at ſeeing Miſs P 
married, | 
You know, and I am ſure I need not remind 
you of it, that our dear Harry goes to India in 
October, and ſurely you will ſee him before he 
ſails to ſo diſtant a World. His Application to 
his Studies is the moſt remarkable Thing I ever 
knew in my Life. Though French and Book- 
keeping are the only neceſſary Branches of Know- 
ledge he has any Thing to do with in his preſent 

d-heme 
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Scheme of Fortune, he reads his Claſſics with 
the ſame Earneſtneſs till as if he was to enter an 
Univerſity, He allows himſelf but Four Hours 
Sleep, and I am really afraid he will hurt his 
Health, as he is extremely ſubject to Head-achs, 
Indeed he is the beſt diſpoſed and *. Aecdionatt 


Child breathing. 
I hope you will indulge me fo far as to bathe 


in the Sea as ſoon as your Arm 1s healed from the 
Blifter. There is no other Cure ſo ſafe and 
certain for the Rheumatiſm. Shocking Weather 
indeed we have ! but it ſuits both the Gloomineſs 
of my Mind, and the Badneſs of my Conſtitu- 
tion. I can bear either Sickneſs or Sorrow better 
in cold Weather, than in hot; and I feel leſs the 
Irkſomeneſs of being confined in London, in this 
Sort of mild Winter, than 1 ſhonld do if the Sun 
was galloping through the Zodiac at the Rate 
which the Almanac Makers direct, and ſcorching 
us, becauſe it is June, from One of the burning 
Signs. 

But, indeed, I feel too much of inward Un- 
eaſineſs to be extremely affected with - outward 
Cauſes. Tell me, my Love, that you are ell 
and happy, and I ſhall not care Sixpence whether 
the Sun is indulging himſelf in the ſoft Arms of 

Virgo, 
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Virgo, or ſtruggling to get free from the rude Graſp | 
of Leo's Paws. 5 

My Cold is much better, but my Stomach ex- 
tremely out of Order. I have a Side too—no 
Matter—if my poor Heart were at Eaſe, I think 
| could deſpiſe the painful Senſations which ariſe 
from any of theſe vulgar Parts. Haſte then, my 
Life, to remove my greateſt Pain, by telling me 
that your's has ceaſed, | 

Your Children preſent their affeRionate Duty, 
and all who know you as they ought, their Love, 
What then is left for me? that which ſurpaſſes 
them all! the true, the tender Fondneſs of a 
faithful Wife, 


FRANCES. 


& Fw * ** „ Lit. ih. _ 29" 2 1 it _ a. * * 


LET TER DCCXXXV, 


/ 
HENRY to FRANCES, 


U Y deareſt Harry's lively and affectionate 

Letter from the Land's End gave me the 
incereſt Tranſport ; for though you are Philoſo- 
pher enough to ſport for a Time in Pain, I think 
muſt be impoſſible even for you to be uniformly 
cheerful under the Preſſure of continued Suffering; 
Vox. VI. H and 
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and I can critically diſtinguiſh between your na. 
tural Spirit and Gaiety, and that Kind of Badinaz: 
which ſeems meant to ſupply the Place of Sigh; 
and Groans, and is as it were extorted from you 
on the Rack. 

Travelling muſt certainly be a pleaſanter Exer- 
Ciſe to you than to any other Mortal, for a barren 
Mountain, or a fruitful Vale become equally the 
Objects of your Contemplation, and ſeem to 
furniſh your Mind with Refletions both moral 
and entertaining. How hard it is that I cannot 
enjoy thoſe Impromptics of Imagination on the Firſt 
Impreſſion, but muſt wait for the Tediouſneſs of 
a Second Edition before I can receive the Pleaſure 
of them. | | 

But pray, my good ſent mental Traveller, do not 
you perceive that you are apt to err a little now- 
and-then into the Shandean Path? This is an un- 
pardonable Deviation in you, to whom theſe little 
Friſks and Curvets are by no Means neceſſary. 
Wit ſhould be like a managed Horſe in the Hands 
of a ſkilful Rider. But, alas ! I have ſeldom 
known a Pegaſus that has not ſometimes run away 
with the Bridle.—For ſhame, my Harry — the 
Fault of all your Writings is too much. Fancy 
— but, in ſuch Inſtances, believe me, that Fancy 


always paſſes Beauty. 
I have 
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I have no News to ſend you, and therefore in- 
cloſe One of the public Papers, to you. I ö think 
that the political Pidtures are well drawn. I do not 
much admire the Boat but read and Judge for 
yourſe]f. 

Your Friend il Cavalero Richardo di "woke. 
was here this Morning, and I havejuſt ſent him 
off to Newgate.— Do not be alarmed ; it was 
upon an Errand that does Honour to his Huma- 
nity—in favour of a poor unfortunate Foreizner, 
who has been led into a dangerous Mifadventure, 
—I took the Hint from a Story in the News- 
paper. 

I have not heard a Word from G B— 
or his Afociates, ſince you left London, They 
ſtared at me Once among the London Signs, and 
have paſſed me by ever ſince without any farther 
Curiolity. If I were not turned of Five-and=- 
twenty, I ſhou!d wonder at ſuch an unkind; Neg- 
ect; but I have not been ſubject to Surprize ſince 


that /Era. 
Captain B has been to fee me, and I have 


paid him the Money you deſired, —lI like him ex- 
tremely. Do you know that I never was in Com- 
pany with him that he did not remind me of ſome 
Trait in your Character: He looks grave, and 
fays lively Things unexpectedly ; He has a care- 

H 2 leſs 
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teſs Manner, and may appear ſometimes deficient 
in good Breeding, merely from being above the 
Punctilios of it. Is your Relationſhip near enough 
to juſtify ſo ſtrong a Reſemblance ? 

I incloſe you a Bit of Scandal that I have copied 
from One of the public Papers, for the Amule- 
ment of your farcaſtical Friends on the other dide 
of the Water. I need not tell you that 
is the Perſon meant—for | hope there is not an- 
other Woman in the Kingdom bad enough to 
deſerve the Application, 

LS , ‚ 0 D 
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* 
* * 
„ * 
. 

Adieu, my beſt of Friends and Lovers! Your 
ever fond and ſaithiul Wife, 


FRANCES, 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCAXATE 


HEXRY to FRANCES. 


Dublin. 
ANDED at Two o'Clock this Morning, and 
lay at the Bagnio. Two Days and Two 
Nights at Sea: Sick — Sick —Sick. Received 
Two Letters from you that have reſtored me con- 
ſiderably. Content is a principal Ingredient in all 
Recipes for Health; and my longing to hear from 
you and my Children had increaſed my Maladies 
on the Road. Not but that my old Cholic ſcorned 
to attack me all the Way while I laboured under 
other Diſorders —it wil be a Principal, but re- 
| fuſes to be an Auxiliary, though often ſolicited. — 
It reſembles your antient Heroes—cruel, but ge- 
nerous. | 
Mr, F is here, and has been waiting for 
me ſome Time. We are to ſet out for the Coun- 
try To-morrow. I have a World of little Buſi- 
neſſes to do before I go, which vexes me, as it 


does not afford me the Leiſure to anſwer both your 
pretty Letters—but this ſhall be my Amuſement 
on the Road at Meal Times, A Third Letter is 
juſt come in from you this Moment. Do not be 
ill, my charming invalid. I ſhall be well before 
Mortung, and be you ſo, my deareſt Sympathy. 

| H I have. 
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I have been with N making a friendly In- 
quiry about certain Matters and Things. The 
Situation of Aflairs in that Quarter are very un- 
pleaſant at preſent, but might be mended by Ap- 
plication and Addreſs. This is enough for you— 
in the incloſed Letter J have been fuller.—Do not 
deliver, but ſend it. It will affect your Friend, 
and I would not have you ſympathize, but where 
you can relieve. Would to Heaven we could! 

Mrs. D-— has had an Amour with Afr. 
N She made ſhort Work of it, for ſhe was 
detected even before ſhe was ſuſpected.— Hap- 
de py's the Wooing that's not long a doing.“ — 
And the Fama that deliberates is . Perhaps it 
might have been upon theſe Two prudent Con- 
ſiderations that ſhe complied the Moment ſhe was 
aſked—which they ſay was the Caſe. 


I am juſt going to Dinner—a new Experiment 


this. I have not eat a regular Meal ſince I left you, 
for I do not think One can be ſaid to dine till 
after they have breakfaſted, which I had the Plea- 
ſure of doing this Morning for the Firſt Time. 

I am vaſtly fine drawn—#un h:mme epuiſe, —As 
thin, as ſtiff, and as limber, as T „ Or — 


Adieu, ma Sympathie / 
HENRY, 


LETTER 


r 
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LETTER DCCXXXVIL 


FRANCES 7% HrNky. 


1 E Date of my dear Harry's laſt Letter gave 
me, fincere Pleaſure, but the Contents ſtill 
more. I will endeavour to latter myſelt that good 
Air, Regularity, and Peace of Mind will foon 
recover you to yourſelf again =Why am I not at 
Liberty to ſay, to me? but that Event will arrive 
I hope cre long. A Whole Month has elapſed fince 
you left me, and moſt Part of that Time is but 
added, inſtead of being ſubitracted from the tedious 
nterval of our Separation—how mortifying | 

I have had a kind Letter from our Siſter, in- 
viting Fanchon and me to ſtay with her at North- 
ampton till your Return. But I cannot think of 
leaving nay Harry for a Moment while he remains. 
in England; nor would he quit his Maſter's for a 
Day for any Amufement in the Kingdom. He 
ſtays intirely at Home, and ſtudies inceſſantly. 
He ſays he hopes to make a Fortune Abroad, and 
is reſolved that it ſhall not di/grace him. 

My Fves overflow whenever i think, ſpeak, or 
write of him. I know I am laying up a Fund for 
my own Unhappineſs—but can ! help it? Sure 
Nature never endowed us with a Suſceptibility of 
virtuous Aﬀections, withoyt meaning that we 
mould moſt fenſibly feel them. 

H 4 J took: 
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I took your Advice—I ſent the Letter this 
Morning, though I was with her Yeſterday Even. 
ing, and had it in my Pocket, but could not deliver 
it. The laſt.Paragraph above had quite thawed al! 
the little Philoſophy I was ever Miſtreſs of : Beggars 
cannot give Charity. I could not lend that Com- 
fort which I ſo much want to borrow myſelf. She 
is indeed a moſt amiable Woman, and her Merit 
kas been long ſealed with me. 

I am mterrupted. 

Mr. N has encumbered my Ruelle, for this 
Hour paſt, ſince J wrote /af? to you—for it appears 
an Age fince I finiſhed the former Paragraph. 
What an immertal Prater—for Echo never dies. 
One would fancy that ſome People have no other 
Way of drawing their Breath—but they draw other 
People's Breaths at the fame Time; for I declare 
that he left me panting as much as an Air-pump 
could have done. He attempted to exert Two 
Talents with equal Unſucceſs—he would be bott, 
merry and wiſe, But he has neither $enſe enough 

to be grave, nor Wit enough to jeſt. 

He has left me out of Spirits and Humour, 


Adieu! 
FRANCES, 


P. S. The Diſorder in my Eyes has returncd 
with my Cold, 


LEI TEK 
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LETTER DCCXXXVIIL 
Hexry to FRANCES. 


Caftle- Dermot. 

E did not leave Town the Day I ex- 

pected. I landed on Monday, and dined 
with F——, Tueſday at R , Wedneſday at 
Lord C —, Thurſday at M——, and this 
Good Friday—are not all Fridays good? I left 
Town, and have reached this Stage. My Letters 
to you are a Doomſday Book, as I think I told you 
once before *, in which I account with Heaven 
and you for every Thought, Action, and Pur- 
poſe of my Life. 

I have thus far purchaſed about Half my Jour- 
ney, by hard Labour and Fatigue. I travel in an 
hired Carriage conſtructed upon the old Principle 
of Braces, which have totally unbraced my 
Frame, Stecl Springs afford One ſome Play for 
one's Life, but the old Conſtruction of Machines 
is like dragging One to Execution on a Sledge. 


It gives me. extreme Concern to hear that your 
Eyes are ill again. You will deſtroy them ere 
long. The Weakneſs lies in the Tenderneſs of 
your Nature, not of your Sight. I will not ſcold 


Letter CCC XxX, firſt Paragraph, 
ts you 
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you on this Account; nor ſhall T (if I can help it) 
ſay One 4:ind Thing to you during this Letter for 
the ſame Reaſon. 

Harry's Sedulity is, I confeſs, the moſt remark- 
able Inſtance of the Kind I ever met with, [ 
knew he would conceive a Paſſion for Knowledge 
and a Contempt for Ignorance, as ſoon as he ſhou!d 
mix a little with the World. —Nay, indeed he had 
ever ſuch a Turn of Mind in him before—ſo it 
is only his Application that is new of late. 

You and I at preſent unfortunately compleat 
the Scripture Gueſts, I have not yet recoverc| 
the right Uſe of my right Hand. I can neither 
take off, or put on my Cloaths, though I have 
ſtruggled hard to accompliſh it. I feel mortified. 
My Soul was formed for Independence. I have 
not been yet able to adminiſter a Pinch of Snuff 
to my Olfactories fince I firſt fell ill-and what is 
extremely odd, the firſt Pinch I took with my 
left Hand ſet me a ſneezing.—This is a Secret to 
revive dead Snuff. I think you obſerved once 
ſomething ſimilar to this in eating of Artichokes— 
that they ſtain the Fingers if touched with One 
Hand, but leave them immaculate if you uſe the 
other. I forget which is which, but no Matter— 
the Simile is complete without the Diſtinction. 


But 
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But what vexes me moſt (ſince it allows me to- 
ſcribble away to you) is, that I am not able: to- 
perform more than a left-handed Yawn at pre- 
ſent, and the Indulgence is imperfect, unleſs Ohe 
is at Liberty to ſtretch out both Arms at once. 

But you cannot imagine how adroit I am be- 
come with my left Hand, fince the other has been 
ſhackled. I practiſed to write with it, and really 
became intell gible in Three Days this Difficulty 
muſt have been the Origin of Stenography, XA 
lography, and Hierogiyphiets. I had at length ob- 
tained to ſuch a Maſtery in ſauffing of Candles in 
this Way, that Mrs. B——— in the Middle ef 
a depending Vole, and at her own Table toa, 
would lay down her Cards, and cry, O ſauff. 
them again ! 

I am convinced that we have more Limbs given. 
us by the mere Bounty of Providence than are ab- 
ſolutely neceſſary to the neceſſary Manceuvres of 
Life. — Dupllcates are ſupplied only leſt One: 
ſhould fail; and while they continue both in Act, 
they but diſable. one another. Shut an Eye, or ſtop - 
21 Ear, and we ſee, or hear much better witk the 
other. And when a Man draws a Sword in De- 
fence of his Life, he always throws ong Hand be- 
hind his Back, Buckinger wrote better than any 


H 6: other 
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other Man in the World, becauſe he happened 


| luckily to have been born without any Hands at all. 


Thus, my deareſt Fanny, you may ſee how! 


_ exerciſe myſelf in the Philoſophy of Agrippinus *, 


endeavouring to accommodate itſelf to every Event, 
No Man enjoys the Uſes of Life with more 
Thankfulneſs, nor regrets its Reſtraints with leſs 
Repining. _ 

But I am running on here at ſuch a Rate as! 
did at Holyhead lately, that you may imagine per- 


haps I am ſupplied with Briareus's Hands at leaſt, 


—Would to Heaven that you had the Eyes of 
Argus alſo! But I will have done now, left I ſhould 


Put you cut of Breath, 


Adieu 
HENRV. 


1 — 4 — > AF - 1 2 
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LETTER DCCXXXIX, 
Hexgy to FRANCES. 
Farmley. 
Us T arrived here. Lady F-— not well, 
which I am heartily forry for. —I hope I have 


no Envy in my Nature, for the ficker I am my- 
ſelf, the more I rejoice in the Health of others. She 


made many friendly nquiries about you. 


— 


„ See Letter CCCCxL, Paragraph 7. 
I made 


de 
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1 made a lucky Diſcovery To-day. I walked 
away as uſual while the Horſes were baiting—I 
have always ſome Book in my Pocket] took it 


' out, and read for Three Miles, without miſſing 


my Spectacles—I had forget them at firſt, and 
found I did not want them for the Time. 

I thought I had been ſuddenly inſpired with a 
new Light, but I found my Miſtake as ſoon as I 
was houſed. I find that I can fee diſtinctly enough 
in the open Air; and any Lever that would throw 
off the Roof of the Houſe, would ſerve me inſtead 
of Spectacles. 

Upon unpacking my Cloak-bag here, I fad that 
I have %- obſetve the Imperfection of Lan- 
guage—a Pair of my Small-cloaths—they belong 
to the Pompadour Suit. If they are not in my 
Trunk in London, ſome Petzphar's Wife muſt have 
taken hold of them in my Travels, for that was 
the Part of Joſeph's Garb which ſhe laid violent 
Hands on; as Natal Ben [ſſachar, the learned 
Jew, has made ſufficiently plain by his new Me- 
thod of Pointing — Though Biographer Triglyph 
affirms the Miſtake to have ariſen ſimply from a 
literal Error in the Engliſh Verſion, which he 
corrects by reading Shirt for Skirt, which you 
know comes nearer to the Point. "I 


Do, 
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Do, treat the Nabeb with a Watch, ſince he is 
decome fuch an ¶Qconomiſt of Time. — I ſhould 
make ſome Compromiſe with him at preſent, ſince 
I am become his Rival. I ſaw Mrs. S-— when 
I was in Town, and. think. her really. very 
Pretty. 

You know we were very near travelling, tẽte 3 
tete together from London. I rejoice in the narrow 
Eſcape I had. Why, Body of me, Miſtreſs, I 
would not have gone the Journey with: her for 
a Jaghire. What a Sham. my lying by diſabled 
for a Fortnight at Cheſter would have appeared to 
all the World ?—except,_ I hope, to you. Many 
Eoincidents of this Kind may happen in Life, 
which being rather unlucty, than ill. cantrived, 
ſhould warn One not to be too quick to cenſure. 
 T have more Gob for you, if the Poſt would 
fpare me more Time. 


Alien, ny deareſt Life 


_ Hinrry.. 


— 29 


—— 
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LETTER DCCXE. 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


dear Harry, I am forry to tell you, that 

I am as well, or rather ill qualified as your- 
ſelf, to make One among the Halt, as well as the 
Blind at preſent—having had the Misfortune to 
ſprain my Ancle laſt Thurſday. - But this Sort of 
Diſtreſs is a Trifle to what I feel from the intenſe 
Heat of the Weather, which deprives me not only 
of the Uſe of my corporeal, but my mental Fa- 
calties alſo, and at the ſame Time renders ſuch 
a State of Annihilation painful to me. I do a 
rejoice (for I can do nothing perfectly at preſent) 
that you are probably enjoying cooler Breezes, 
and a more temperate Zone, in the Country of 
lreland. 

I take your Hint about my Eyes—T will, indeed 
Iwill, for your Sake, endeavour to calm my Mind 
on the approaching Departure of our dear Boy— 
the moſt dreadful Separation that I have ever, or 
tr] ſhall ever know, by reflecting frequently on 
the hopeful Proſpect of his Advancement and 
happy Eſlablichment in Life. But tender Feelings, 
you fay, make tender Eyes—then be it fo, for I 
would not {/e my Heart to ſave my Sight. I can 
ſtill hear you, though I ſhould be blind, 


J have 
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I have taken the Hint alſo, that T am ſure you 
intended by incloſing me an Advertiſement cut 
out from One of the London Papers, though you 
did not mention a Word of it in your Letter— 
I had ſeen it before, ſome Time ago, and deter- 
mined to make ſome Inquiry upon the Subject. 
But like the Seed ſoton in ſandy Ground, the Cares 
and the Follies of the World had choaked up the 
virtuous Concern I felt for the diſtreſſed Object, 
till my ever dear and humane Monitor rouſed my 
Reflection, and made me bluſh to think that fuch 
a Scene of Diſtreſs ſhould have made fo {light an 
Impreſſion as to have ſlipt my Attention ever 
ſince. | 

I have inquired at Aimor's. The unhappy 
Woman's Name is Alber. Her Huſband wrote 
a-Peerage of England, and ſome ſentimental and 
well meant little Pieces. Her Diſtreſs is as great 
as has been repreſented, but the Donations ariſing 
from it very ſmall. There is ſcarce any Body in 
Toan- and diſtant Objects neither affect our 
Sight or Feeling ſo much as thoſe that are near. 
And yet, at what an Interval of Space did this 
unhappy Sufferer find the Means to prefs upon 
your Heart! O my dear Henry! if my Eſteem 
or Affection for you could admit Increaſe, this 
little Incident muſt make the full and natura! 

Currents 


* 
— 
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Currents. of Sympathy overflow, as they do, this 
Moment, at my Eyes. — Tou bid me regard my 
Sight in vain, while you do ſuch Things as 
cheſe. 

I dined Yeſterday at Twickenham with the 
Cleve ; and the Heat of the Weather, even there, 
was almoſt intolerable, — Then think what it muſt 
be in the torrid Zone of Hyde-Street ; and pity 
your poor broiling, but affectionate . - 


FRANCES. 


„„ — 


rr 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


| | | Farmley. 

Havx, thank God, recovered the Uſe of my 
Arm at laſt, though not yet. the Strength of 
it. I cm raiſe it this Day to the Crown of my 
Head, and extend it to the Soles of my Feet alſo, 
o that as ſoon as I thall finiſh this Letter I will 
ſhave myſeli and pare my Nails, that I may no 
longer look like the Hermit of the Holloto Tree. 

I knew I ſhould be well laſt Poſt, becauſe my 
Cholic returned upon me juſt after I had ſealed 
my Letter to you; for I know no Relief 

| from 
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from One Ilineſs, but by its giving Place to ſome 
other — This, however, is a lucky OEcenamy in my 
Conſtitution, that J can rarely ſpend Two Diſ- 
orders at the ſame Time — this would be burning 
the Candle at b:th Ends. 

This new Attack has been only ſüight, and 
ſeemed as if it had bat juſt called in, en pant, 
to diſmiſs my Rheumatiſm; for when I had got al! 
the Apparatus in Readineſs for an Horfe- radi!! 
Emetic, it was frizhtened away, as the Tooth-ach 
generally is on the Appearance of a Surgeon; and 
its Re-vifits fince have been ſcarce worth medicinal 
Application. 

My Ailment is thought to be a 0/72us Cholic— 
be it fo, and let me reaſon thus: All Perſons of 
warm Afﬀections are ſubje& to Jealouſy — thy 
Fondnefs and Fidelity have ſaved my Mind from 
that H;4ra of Calamities, but a ſimilar Torment 
has taken Poſſeſſion of my Body; for no Man 
ſurely, could ever fay more ſtrongly, in a literal 
Senſe, what Horace does in a metaphorical One, 
arpreile bile tumet jecur, than I. 

It is happy, but amazing, to perceive how little 
Effet my. Diſorders have generally upon my out- 
ward Apnearance—it is perhaps becauſe I do not 
give my Mind to them. They would not be per- 
ſuaded here that I had been ill; and I was obliged 
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to oppoſe my left Hand to their Breaſts, to parry 
the Embraces of my Friends. There is no Way 
of accounting for this, but by ſuppoſing that 
Diſtemper has grown ſo natural to me, that it le- 
cames me at laſt. | 

Mr. F gave me a Letter To- day from 
Harry, incloſed to him] happened to be affected 

vith it. For when there is no One by for whom I 
have any Tenderneſs, I am perhaps One of the 
moſt afe&ed Coxcombs breathing. He inquired 
the Contents, I gave him the Letter, and he was 
pleaſed with it, He faid ſome Things—no Mat- 
ter; the Kindneſs of them pleaſed me more than 
the Compliment. 

I am forry for poor 8 cena but 
yet am glad to find that the Town is begining to 
kick at Nonſenſe, Plagiary, or Unoriginality. I 
pity the Misfortune of poor H 
account of a very pretty motherleſs Daughter he 
has unprovided for. 

I am pleaſed with theſe laſt Sermons of Sterne 
which I brought over—they are in the proper Stile 
and Manner of Pulpit Diſcourſes. No Theologi- 
ca! Point urged or inſiſted upon, but tending 
merely to perſuade thoſe who are 


more, on 


e already cendinc d. 


Sermons need be no longer concionary , as the 


® Poctr.nal, 
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Fathers {tiled them, They do him great Honour, 

I think; and if he had wrote Nothing elſe, his 

Name might have ranked high among the Di. 

vines. Kead them—particularly the Seventh and 
6 

Love and Bleſſings. Amen! 
by deareſt Life, adicu ! 
HENRV. 


LETTER DedCxXLII. 


FRANCEs to HENR. 


1 TRULY rejoice with you on the Recovery of 
your Arm, and do ſuppoſe that you are become 
a perfect Ambidexter by this Time. When my 
right Hand was reſtored to me, alter being broken, 
I thought the Senſation was lixe that of meeting a 
long abſent Friend, when one had almoſt given 
over the Hope of ever ſeeing them again. I very 
well remember my taking it in my lett Hand, and 
preſſing it to my Breaſt that was, I believe, the 
firſt pleaſing Preſſure I had ever felt, for it was be- 
fore I ever knew you. 
Meſſicurs Vanſittart, Scrafton, and Ford are 
appointed Commiſſioners 10 India by the Company 
of Directors, and I have got my Son introduced 
0 
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to them all. I received a very kind Letter from 
Mrs. W t upon this Occaſion, I have great 
Obligations to her: She is a very agreeable, ſen- 
ſible, and I have Reaſon to ſay, a very friendly 
Woman. | 

[ ſhall read Sterne's Jaſt Publication ſince you 
defire it; and indeed, the Character you give of 
this Work recommends it ſtrongly to me. What 
you ſay ſhould be the Purport of all Sermons ; for 
the World wants Advice more than Information in 
Matters of Religion now, 

The Weather remains ſtill inſufferable -I am 
afraid 1t may ripen my Cold into a Fever, When 
I ſee my dear Son pantihg for Breath, I begin to 
tremble for him when laid en India's Soil. How 
do you indure the preſent Climate who could be 
warm though laid en Greenland's Coat? 

Either of theſe Situations would be an Eden to 
me, if I was ſure of having you always with me; 
but theſe hateful Separations become every Year 
more painful to me from the melancholy Reflec=- 
tion that each Year takes away from that Portion 
of Time which Providence has kindly allotted for 
our ſpending together ; and brings us nearer to 
the fatal ZEra of our final Parting.—I with I could 
avoid ever thinking on this ſad Sulyect, or on the 

Departure 
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Departure of my dear, dear Child; but my Mind 
is alas! the true wet Nurſe of Woe. 


I am going to dine with Mrs. we are 
but ill qualified to be Companions to caeh other, 
but leſs ſo to any other Perſons. She loves and 
eſteems you. Poor P is ſtill at Fulham, and 
in the ſame bad State of Health. The worthy 
Cooke almoſt Heart-broken on account of his 


Friend Mrs. T 's Death. In ſhort, our once 
chearful Coterie is dwindled into a ſmall and 
ſorrou ful Party at preſent. O] return to us ſoon, 
and kidnap our dear Chaplain over with 1 ou, 

{ envy you your Conſtitution. Heat only melts 
you—bat it buras me. ] have endured a ſevere 
Head-2ch thefe Three Day It is an irkſome 
Thing to be obliged to Peas an Enemy on one's 
Shoulders, Your Children are good and well, 


Adieu, my Life] I am not able to write another 
Line; but in Thought, Word, and Deed, am 
3 S 3 7 2 

gratefully your own 


* 
9 


* * 
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FRANCES. 


LETTER 
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LETTER. DCExau..- .: :* 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


My dear Fanny, TDriarmliy. 


Au juſt returned from aur EleQicn, or their 
Election, or Nebody's Election, as uſual. The 
Two Kings of Brentford marched into the Court- 
noule together, and returned themſelves ſeparately, 

Nor do theſe Two Negatives make One Afir- 
u at? Ve between them, but rather, like equal n 
tiiies in Algebra, deſtroy each other. 


The Corporation is really without a legal Mar 


citrate, and has been ſo theſe many Years.— 
. [!owever, bed is the Be is on our Side the 
Queſtion, I wiſh the Mandamus was once ſped, 
that there might be an End of this Semel in Anno 
Pilgrimage of mine. 

The voyaging Part of theſe Erben i is what 
[ lament moſt. I ſhould compound, if all the 
Time I am on Board were Lut ſo many Days 
taken out of my Life—which they are at beſt, as I 
remain all the while totally incapable either of the 
Enjoyments of the Mind, or the Comforts of the 
Body ; but they are rather ſo many Days added to 


3 my 
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my Death, by the Sickneſs and Pain I ſuffer, from 
the Firſt Moment to the Laſt, | 

I am now at Leiſure to re-read and obſerve upon 
your dear Letters, which 1 could not poilibly at- 
tend to while my Body and Mind laboured under 
the Uneaſineſs of a Journey and an Election. 
I have ſpread them now in their Order of Sue- 
ceſſion before me. | 1 

That you are One of the beſt—I will net ſay 
Travellers, but Fell;w-travellers, I ever journeyed 
with, I do he ereby acknowledge—and this is 4 
Circumſtance that renders our Separation, on ſuch 
Occaſions, the more to be regretted by me. —l 
travel as happy as a Snail with its Houſe on its 
Back, while I am bleſt with that Companion, 
whoſe Cheerfulneſs and Acquieſcente in all 
Wants and Difficulties on the Road, as well as 
hrough Life, make me feel every where as it 
I was at Home. 

How much have J wanted you, particularly in 
my lait Journey from Dublin! As uſual, I nei- 


ther eat, or Crank, till I reached my Night's Stage, 
which was Ca/tie-Dermit. There was no Fiſh to 
be had, and all other Viands are equal to me. 1 
put my Life into their Hands, and they ſerved me 
up a "FER Shontula exactly. It was un Richauſfe 


of Mutton, Veal, and Lamb, fried in Lard — 
they 
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they had bought it, I ſuppoſe, out of ſome Beggar's 
Scrip at the Door juſt before I arrived. —I ſaid my 
ald Grace over it; but could not make a Meal. 
ſent it away, and called for a Couple.of Eggs, in 
which I happened to be lucky enough, .as there was 
but One of them muſty. 

You-know I am uſed of late ts take a raw Egg 
in a Morning, ſetting out on a Journey, as it is the 
only Morſel that Motion does not always quarrel 
with.. But I loſt the Benefit of that Regimen on 
this Expedition, though Iſtopped at every Village 
in my Way from Dublin hither. The Eggs were 
produced .indeed, but the Hen-wives were ſuch 
ſqualid.and diſguſting Figures, or performing ſuch 
naſty Manceuvres at the Time, that I could not 
bear to touch any Thing that I ſaw come out of 


their Hands. He who framed the Proverb of an 
Egg and a Nut, had never ſeen an Iriſh Slut, I am 
certain, : 

Your Paragraph on the Tranſit of Venus is 
lively.,—But have the Aſtrologers really predicted 
any ſuch Effect, with regard to female Conſtitu- 
tions ? For indeed, all I know of that Lady's 
Divinity—is not in the Zeavens above, but on the 
Earth beneath. 

I am much obliged to you for the high Com- 


pliment you pay to my Philoſophy, or rather to an 
Vol. VI. [ higher 
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higher Character my Feelings. I might flatter 
myſelf that this may be true, from a certain Ana- 
logy I have ever been ſenſible of in another Par- 
ticular too. I am a very Niggard to myſelf in all 
Manner of Indulgences and Expences of Fortune, 
but I grant a plenary Indulgence to others; and 
would bankrupt Crœſus for thoſe I love. 

My Arm acknowledges your kind Remem- 
brance, and moſt cordially longs to repeat again the 
firſt Action you have imputed to it—and till that 
happy Time returns it ſhall never ceaſe fondly to 
exerciſe the Second—in the mean while, I with 
that it did not continue ſtill fo refractory with me 
in the common Offices of Life. I can neither 
ſhave myſelf, nor buckle my Shoes yet, though 1 
flattered myſelf that I was able to do ſo Three 
Days ago. | | 

This Inability has ſuffered my Toe-nails to 
become ſuch Talons, that I cannot walk without 
extreme Pain—ſo that if I do not ſoon recover the 
Uſe of my Hands, I may poſſibly loſe the Uſe of 
my Legs—though of what Service can they be to 
me, or even to the Quadrupeds of the Field, during 
the preſent moſt diſmal Seaſon, except to fly for 
Shelter from the Inclemencies of the Skies. 


What Weather is here! I am writing now by a 
Stove 
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Stove Coal-fire, and the Dog- days that are near 
at Hand, threaten to be no better than Cur- days. 
My Fellow- traveller did not play me fair. I 


was not able to write at the Time he left me ; and- 


would have dictated to him; but he refuſed, ſaying 
that he would be in London before the Poſt, and 
immediately call on you, and acquaint you with my 
Situation, better than it was poſſible to do by 
Letter. He is a mere Man of Buſineſs; and look- 
ing upon all Tenderneſs, Sentiment, and ſympa- 
thetic Anxiety to be but Counters, thought that a 
Line wrote from his own might be ſufficient, 


Adicu, my Mie and Children ! 
HE NRW. 


LETTER DCCALIY, 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


Au arrived à le Veiſinage. The Races begin 
To-day near Farmley, which drove me away 
from thence, and I have gained my Stage before 
the ſwifteſt Horſe there, by only ſetting out about 
Six Hours before he ſtarted, and taking my own 
Courſe. There are many Ways of excelling in 
Life—the riſing early, and following the Bent 
I 2 that 
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that Nature points out to us, are Two of the 
principal Ones. 
There was but one general Voice of Acclama- 


tion to be heard between theſe T'wo Families, on 


the Subject of your Novel. They have done 
nothing but weep and praiſe it, Little Creep- 
mouſe ſat up all Night to finiſh it, as ſhe expected 
to fall in Labour every Minute, and that it would, 
ſhe ſaid, have diſturbed her Mind in Articulo Vitæ, 
aut Mortis, that ſhe had not finiſhed it. 

Your Friend Mrs. A— B. — faid that ſhe 
would not have been ſo much ſurprized if you 
had produced an Epic Poem in Greek, becauſe 
that it was poſſible to have framed ſuch a Work 
by the Dint of Genius, which you might be en- 
dowed with by Nature, and of Learning, which 
you might have acquired in your Study. But 
where, in the Name of Aſtoniſhment, added ſhe, 
could the have made herſelf fo perfect Miſtreſs of 
that courtly Eaſe, polite Stile, and refined Senti- 
ment, which can be learned only where only they 
are pracliſed, in the higher Ranks of Life? 

This I atfure you was her Remark, and theſe 
her very Words, as well as I can now recollet 
them. However, it was more in order to turn 
away from a certain Paragraph of your laſt Letter, 
than to repeat her Obſervation, that I ſend it to 


you 
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you at preſent. But I cannot think of laying your 
Letter aſide, without juſt hinting at the Paſſage 1 
did not care ta dwell on, which I ſhall do by only 
refcrring to a Piece of your own. Philoſopby in. the 
laſt Paragraph of Page 62, Volume 2d. of the 
Delicate Diſtreſs—DeFor, cure thyſelf. 

The Cloſeneſs of Lartheel's Embrace hurt my 
Arm, ere ſhe was aware - you know her preci- 
pitate and affectionate Manner. I forgave her the 
Pain, and fo I would have done the Pleaſure too, 
as handſome as ſhe really is. Na, -no—if ever I 
ingage in an Amour, it ſhall be in Favour of. — 
She ſhall be my only Objec and you know ſhe is 
One, She is really a very good Creature, and I 
ſometimes feel a Sort of compaſſionate Deſpair 
for her. Surely it could never be deemed a Sin, 
where there would be ſo little Pleaſure, and fo. 
much Charity, Paſſion is a Vice, to be ſure, but 
Compaſſion is a Virtue, as ſurely, —Shew her this 
Paragraph, if you dare, | 

I might frame a Cupid's Paradiſe with all the 
Loves that are now breathing out toward you 
from this Quarter, but I am in Haſte at preſent to 
rid my Hands of you, that I may go take a 
Walk in the Groves, and commune with you in 
mental Converſe, till the Dew warns me Home 
again. - 

LY « The 
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0 Dews of the Even moſt carefully ſhun— 
They're the Tears of the Day for the Loſs of the Sun,” 


A fad Faux brillant this! 


Adieu! 
HENRV. 


LETTER DecxLvV. 
FRANCES fo HEN RV. 


Tuaxk you extremely for your pleaſant and 
cheerful Letter, and pray return my belt 
Thanks to our Friends, a le Veiſinage, for indul- 
ging you with my Praiſe. They have found you 
out, and know as well as I do that they could not 
flatter you more agreeably. However, I will ac- 
cept it all feriouſly, becauſe it affords me ſincere 
Pleaſure to be complimented by Perſons whoſe 
Heads and Hearts I have ſo high an Opinion of. 
I am heartily glad you ſpend your Time fo much 
4 votre grè, as you ſeem to do,—Mine never paſ- 
ſed more dully. The continuing Heat of the 
Weather both diſpirits and debilitates me, and I 
much fear that I ſhall not be able to ſtruggle 
through this raging Summer amidſt the Duſt and 


Savours of London, 
I wiſh 
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I wifh I could retreat ſomewhere to the Country 
for a Month while you are away—but'a Woman 
is ſuch an helpleſs Animal alone! I might take 
my Daughter with me indeed, but that would be 
only increaſing the Incumbrance, and I cannot 
think of ſtealing my Son from his Maſter's, as it 
would be doing him an Injuſtice, and an Unkind- 
neſs both, as I know it would be but grudgingly, 
and of Neceſſity, that he would quit them even for 
a Day, 

The DireQors have for ſome Time been divided 
in their Opinions with regard to the Three Super- 
viſors that were intended to be ſent to India, ſo 
that the Point is not yet determined upon whether 
any ſhall go or no. I am perfectly at. Eaſe about 
this Matter, though my Son ſhould thereby loſe 
the Advantage of the Recommendations he has 
obtained to the Three Gentlemen named to that 
Employ ; for whatever ſhall be reſolved upon for 
the Benefit of the Company, muſt alfo be ſervice- 
able to the Adventurers on that Eſtabliſhment, 

I ſtrive, you ſee, upon every Difficulty and Diſ- 
appointment in Lite, to think like you, and hope 
to become an Optimi/t before I die, ſo as to be 
able to think even of Death in the tame Light. 


Amen, and adieu l 
FRANCES. 


I 4 P. 8. 
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P. S. My Son is juſt come in from the India- 
houſe, and tells me that the Plenipo's are 
fixed at laſ. much the better 1 ſay now. 


— ti. — 


LETTER DCCXLVI. 


Henry to FRANCES. 


Le Viiſinage. 
Au now ſitting in a Bower dedicated by Ars. 
B-— to Henry and Frances. ** Here Baucis, 


there Philemon grew.” The Day is fine, aud 
a Peacock has jutt perched before me, ſpreading 
its retrojpediive Tail, and blazoning its Argus Eyes 
fail upon rae. Juno did well to convert thoſe Ob- 

jets to Ornament, which failed to be of Uſe.— 
This is too much the Emblem of moſt modern 
Beauty. Who is it that ſo pertly compares Women 
to Peaccchs, who charm meſt in Silence? 

I have not heard a Word from you thefe Six 
Months. I do not envy Ulyſſes his Wiſdom, fo 
much as I do his ind, that I might be able to 
fupply my Penelope conſtantly with a fair Gale to 
waft her Letters over to me. I know no more of 
you now than I could during my ſickly Peregri- 
nation, lately fram London, However, I really 

8 never 
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never did paſs my Abſence fo pleaſantly—bating 
my Illneſs, and the not hearing from you, than I 
did during that Interval—for I never was from 
you ſo long alone and believe me that the firſt 
Time I found myſelf ſo was when I got into 
Company—I want your Society more at ſuch 
Times than in Solitude—I feel the Privation of 
it ſtronger from Compariſon in ſuch Situations, 
and would be glad alſo to make my Friends ſome 
better Return for their kind Attentious and Indul- 
gencies toward me than I am able ſingly to render 
them. | 

My Cholic has returned upon me lately moſt 
ſeverely. I wreſtled all Night, like Jacob—not with- 
an Angel though, but a Fiend. The ſhort In- 
tervals of Eaſe I ſometimes am amuſed with, are 
but maliciouſly intended. The Senſe of Pain is 
dulled by Uſe, and this ingenious Tyrant of mine 
only intermits its Stripes, to make me feel the 
Scourge with greater Pungency. But what is Phi- 
loſophy without its Trials? Sagrates had his Aan- 
!ipps, and I my Cholic—fo I ſtrive to confole my- 
ſelf, by preferring my beſem Enemy to his. 

I have finiſhed the Work I had in Hand when 
left you. — They ſpeak well of it here; One of 
them ſaid that the Soul of Cenfucius breathed through 
it, They would have me publiſh it by Subſcrip- 

15 tion 
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tion but there are only a few Perſons that I 
ſhould chooſe to let into the Secret of my being the 
Author - Beſides, perhaps I may have treſpaſſed on 
my literati Friends too much already in that Way, 
Though I may plead a Sort of poetical Licence for 
being an Highwayman—] live a Freebooter on the 
Public—One of the worſt Sort too, as I rob none 
but Friends. 


Mr. F paid me a polite Compliment upon 
the Occaſion : ** I would not have you ever pub- 
* lifh Subſcriptions for any of your Works, ſaid 
e he, but ſend them about to your Friends, and 
let them pay as they lite.“ So ſaying, he paid 
4 I liked for his Set, as you may lee by the 
Inclofed. | 

Creepmouſe is not delivered of her Mountain yet; 
ſhe loves and admires you, and ſo do all the 

Voiſinage. I incloſe you a Letter from her, We 
of this Houſe go to Farmley To- morrow, and 
perhaps I may have better Luck with the Pacquets 
or Poſts there. 


Bleſſing to our Children, 


Adieu ! 
HENRV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DU 


FRAN CES fe HENRY. 


Ay dear and happy WAN DERER, 


SINCERELY congratulate you on the agreeabl: 

Variety of your Situations, and as-much upon 
your having put a Period to your Work -I long 
to ſee it, that I may join my Plaudit to the Appro- 
bation of your other Friends, I am ſure it was 
A: B that alluded to the Spirit of Confu- 
cius, There is a Glow in his Expreſſion often, that 
I admire extremely—it is like the Complexion that 
ariſes from Health, and proceeds from the honeſt 
Warmth of a ſound Heart. 

I have ſometimes told you, that if my Nature 
could admit of Envy, I ſhould feel it ſtrongly on 
contemplating the Pleaſure you muſt mutually give 
and receive, d le I ciſmage. And ] poſitively de- 
clare that if you ever go to lreland again, and ſhould 
refuſe to let me accompany you, I will moſt aſſured- 
ly follow you there. I love Travelling, I love my 
Friends, and I love you—then why, prithee why, 
if do not damp your's, muſt | be debarred of thote 
rational Delights while I am capable of enjoying 
them, and left, like a Citizen's hanging Garden, *0 

I 6 wither 
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wither out of a Window in the Heat, Stink, Smoke, 
and Duſt of London ? 

Your Alluſion to Free-boeting unluckily holds 
farther than you hint at—for like them we are 
never the richer for the Spoil, and like them we 
live in a Sort of merry Deſpair too—you with 
more Hopes, and I with more Fears, than may 
have perhaps any real Foundation, But thou art 
the . happier Rogue of the Two; and long, very 
long, may you remain ſo—and I thall be ever ſatiſ- 
fied to receive my Happineſs by Reflection from 
your's. 

I am impatient to hear of little Bs fafe 
Accouchement, and that ſhe will not labour in vain, 


as heretofore. I have received her long delayed 
Letter, and hall certainly anſwer it before the 


Birth of her next Child, provided ſhe does not 
come before her Time. Notwithſtanding her 
Lazineſs, I think ſhe loves me, as I am very ſure 
do her, moſt ſincerely. 

I enjoyed a ſnug Party with the Remainder of 
our Coterie, Yeſterday Evening. We agreed not to 
mention any One of the abſent Members during 
the Night, as this occaſions always uneaſy Re- 
flections. Our Converſation therefore took a new 
Turn, which was an Advantage to it, as Variety, 


when. 
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whenever it can be indulged with INNOCENCE, | is 
always pleaſing. 

Take Notice, my dear Vagrant, that there is 
above a Week between the Dates of your T'wo 
laſt Letters, and there were Ten Days paſſed. 
before I received them, which I did both at ance: 
'This latter Circumſtance might have been 
owing to the Delay of the Pacquets—the former 
could not. The Slackening of our Correſpond- 
ence would be the moſt diſagreeable Means that 
could be found out to inform me that I am grow- 
ing old. 

But I will not dwell on fo irkſome a Subject; 
therefore adieu, thou deareſt Pleaſure of my 
youthful Days thou kind Companion of my 
ripened Years ! And O! may | be till bleſt 
enough to add, thou Comfort, Stay, and Support 
of my declining Age ! 


Adieu, my All ! my every Wiſh in One ! 


FRANCES, 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCXLVIII. 


FRANCES to HENR. 


OW pray, good Mr. Henry, is it you, or the 
Poſt-boys that are playing ranty come Scout, 
and not letting me get a Letter from you under a 
Fortnight's Interval ? O ! the Poſt-boys to be ſure 
are ſolely in Fault, —I will endeavour to believe ſo 
—and ſo be it. | 
But let me aſk you another Queſtion—are you 
not tired yet of the ſocial Joys of Kilkenny, and 
have you any Thoughts of viſiting foreign Parts 
again ? For my own Part, I grow rather impa- 
tient at the Kind of forlorn and widowed Life J 
have led fo long; and poſitively declare, that if you 
abſent yourſelf much longer, I ſhall begin to con- 
ſider myſelf as a maiden Gentlewoman (and many 
ſuch Maidens I believe there are) and ſhall not 


ſuffer you to approach me nearer than any other 
male Creature, before you ſhall have ſuffered the 


Pains and Penalties of a ſpic and ſpan new Court- 
ſhip, by way of performing Quurantine. I think 
I could hold out Forty Days at leaſt in the Hu- 
mour I am at preſent. 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps you will tell me that you have been 
courting me all your Life. But what have 1 
„ to do with thee, O Shai/um ! while thou re- 
e maineſt enamoured with the Beauties of the 
% Iriſh Meads'—(perhaps I might fay Maids) 
and preterreſt the waving V erdure of the Woods, 
„ and the luxurious Bowers of Le Vaiſinage, to 
te the Delights of Hyde-Street with thy Hilpa.“ 

I am pleaſed with the Idea of our being ante- 
diluvian Lovers; and, in reality, I believe that 
our mutual Affection has as much exceeded the 
uſual Mortality of ſuch Sentiments, as the Lives 
of Hilpa and Shalum have done thoſe of us poor 
Ephemeras, or Inſects of a Day. And if, as I 
think, there is no Life without Love, we may well 
be conſidered by our Cotemporaries to be as 
great Prodigies as if we had actually exiited before 
the Flood. N 

Harry is perfectly well, and ſtudious as ever. 
My poor Fanghon has had a flight Fever, but is 
quite out of Danger, and recovering, thank God, 
in ſpite of this Dog-/far Weather, which ſtill rages, 
I have Hrained my Leg as uſual, which will refrain 
me at Home, and deprive me of ſome ſolitary 
Muſings in the Muſeum Gardens, which TI have 
obtained Permiſſion to walk in ſince you left me. 


My 
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My Brother has made a Preſent to your Son of 
a large handſome. Seal, with your Arms engraved 
upon it, The Attention and Regard ſhewn even 
in ſuch a Trifle, weighs more with me than the 
Gold, though it were an Inget. The ſmalleſt 
Tokens of Friendſhip are apt to endear us to 
each other more than the higheſt Beneficence of 
Patronage. Mutual Affection is a ſtronger Ce- 
ment of Society than mutual Intereſt, let Legiſ- 
fators ſay what they will about political Compact. 

Adieu, my dear Shalum. I will not write an- 
other Line to- till I hear from you, though I ſhall 
ever remain moſt truly and affectionately your fond 
| and conſtant 
8 5 HII ea. 
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LETTER DCCXLIS. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Clone. 
Have been here theſe Two Days. I found I 
had Time to ſpare, and thought it no Im- 
morality. to ſpend it pleaſantly, I can have no 
Buſineſs in Dublin till Mr. B—'s Executors 
meet to deliy- wyp my Papers to Mr, Swift. 


Our 


Henry and Frances. 209 


Our Friends here were much rejoiced to ſee me, 


and aſked many Queſtions about you—and ſome 


of them ſo very minute, that they teſtiſied their 
Friendſbip, according to a very juſt Obſervation of 
yours, in One of Two Letters I had the Pleaſure 
of receiving from you juſt as I had mounted my 


Saddle for this Journey, and which I read on 


Horſeback at the Hazard of my Neck. 

The Biſhop has given me the Gloves you de- 
ſired him to beſpeak, but they are not worth 
ſending for ſo far of late - they had a Name once 
here, but they have forfeited it long fince : That 
is too much the Way of all Iriſh Manufactors — 
fay Mat:fafors. But there is a ſtronger Reaſon 
than this againſt employing his. Lordthip for the 
future, which is, that he refuſes Payment. 

What is the Reaſon that you are eternally hurt- 
ing One or other of my handſome Legs? they are 
always falling foul of each other whenever my 
Back is turned—they are nat to be truſted to- 
gether, I find, and are like ſome People of our 
Acquaintance, only good Friends at a Diftance. 

I will tell you an extraordinary Thing, that was 
really the Reſult of that very Paragraph of yours. 
I read your Letter over again laſt Night, juſt 
before I went to Bed ; and your Quibble between 
the Words rain and ręſtrain happened to ſtrike 


mes 


„ 
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me, as you are ſeldom uſed to deal in fuch F-ux 
de Mots. 

« Are not we Moderns more nice than iſe (ſaid 
1 to myſelf, as I was laying my Head on the 
Pillow) © to reprehend ſuch Sportings of Fancy 
« and Expreihon as theſe, which may be ſup- 
ported by many Paſſages from the Antients, and 
& which Arittle himielf has thought worthy of a 
« Figure for? —Nay, which we have certainly 
« Scripture Authority for, in the mae of 
4% Peter and a Rick. 

„When Puns are the Mit of a Perſon, they are 
„ abominable — but when the Jolly only, they 
«© ſhould plead the Privilege of a Relaxation. 
When the higheſt of an Author's Talents, ex- 
« ecrable — but when the loweſt, admiſſible. 
„Swift, Cowley, Shakeſpear, and the Sun, had 
« Spots, if we muſt deem them fo.” 

I fell afleep, and fell alſo into a Set of Com- 
pany among ſome Literati, whoſe Names I was 
not brought to Ped of, who happened to be de- 
bating upon this very Mode of Expreſſion. All I 
can now recollect of the Converſation was, how 
I delivered myſelf on the Subject, which was ex- 
actly in theſe Words: A Pun, ſaid I, may not 
improperly be ſtiled punica fides, as it is eſteemed 
to be a Species of falſe Mit. 

I; 
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Is there not ſuch a Superſtition, as that when 
Folks become witty in their Dreams, they are 
near their End ? But there is perhaps a natural 
Reaſon for this, that whea People are about ta- 
king leave of their Senſes, they become all In- 
tellect of Courſe - you will not take this Inſtance, 
however, I hope, for a very mortal Symptom ; but 
you will allow it to be equivocal at leaſt. | 

Lou have left Reaſon for complaining of this 
Weather, ſince you are not able to walk. And 
indeed, we have had a Spurt of hot Sun lately 
here, which has diſtreſſed me too: It is not plea- 
ſant in the Firſt Place and I ſhould think from 
the Analogy of Nature, that it cannot be whole- 
ſome neither. All Plants perſpire as well as Ani- 
mals, but Ever-greens the leaſt of any. And it 
is certain, that People live longer in all the nor- 
thern than in the ſouthern Climes. 

Your Novel is in great Requeſt in this Country. 
The Biſhop ſpeaks of it. A very pretty Miſs 
Berkley fat up reading it all Night, and her At- 
tention was ſo great, that ſhe ſuffered her Cap to 
take Fire, but ſaid, that ſhe quenched it with ber 
Tears. You muſt be acquainted with all that 
charming Family, if ever you feu me to Ireland, 


as you threaten in One of your laſt Letters. 
met 
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I met with our Series here, and happening to 
look at the Number of the laſt Letter of the Fourth 
Volume, I find it to be DLXII, upon which I 
amuſed myſelf with a whimſical Calculation, that 
at the common Price of a Groat a Letter, they 
woul have amounted to the Sum of Nine Pounds 
Seven Shillings and Four Pence; but deducting 
the Expence of Paper, Printing, and Pinding, out 
of the current Price of them, they actually do not 
come to Farthings a Piece. It is well we did not 
write them :or the Prefs, or this would mortity 
me. Let us publiſh nothing but Sermons for the 
future, and try to lay up cur Treaſure in Heaven, 
for there is no doing fo on Earth, in this Way 
at leaſt. 

Have you ever read Chaucer ?—1 never had till 
lately. I am charmed with him —I not only 
think him the greateſt, but the ſweeteſt and moſt 
learned Poet that ever wrote, There is indeed 
too much of Balderdas, if you underſtand that 
Word, in ſome of his Poems — The Miller's Tale, 
The Reve's, and One or Two others; but his 
Philoſophy exceeds Pope's Ethics, and his Sub- 
limity tis Homer, or even Homer himſelf. I 
hope—I hope, you have never read him, and we 


will peruſe him together at meeting, what is fit to 
be read of him. 


Never 
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Never tell me any more of your ſnug Parties, 
for it makes me envy you. Yes, do, for then I 
hope and flatter myſelf that you are happy. I 
was much pleaſed with your Scheme of Conver- 


ſation, I ſhould triumph if the Hint had been 
your own. Thou art, my dear Heautonti *, too 


apt to dwell upon the ſembre Side of every 
Object. 


There is a Scold for you now ; but let us ſhake 


Hands and be Friends again this Moment, for I 
am, my dear Hilpa, your own 


SHALUM. 


P. S. I ſend you a pretty Poem that I picked up 
here. 


_—_— 


LETTER DOck 


FrRANCEs to HENRY. 


Mosr heartily thank my dear Harry for his 
loug and plcaſant Letter from Cloyne, and in- 
deed his Epiſtles ought to be both at preſent, 
conſidering the anxious Time that muſt elapſe 


* A Contraction of Heautontimirumenos, or The Selſ-tormentot, 
the Title of One of Terence's Plays. 


2 between 


214 * LETTERS between 


between the Dates, as the neareſt of them are 
from Eight to Eleven Days aſunder. But I do not 
mean te ſet you Taſks, as you pertly replied to me 
once, and I ſhall endeavour not to worry you, or 
myſelf, about this Matter any more, if I can 
help it. 

Pray return my Compliments to our good 
Friends where you are, You make me envy you 
in almoſt every Letter ; and I am prevented from 
ſaying J long to be with you as often as I do, leſt 
the good Company you aſſociate with every where 
ſhould be ſuſpected tor coming in for more than its 
Share in my fond Wiſhes. 

I have ſometimes told you that the Iriſh Ladies 
Heads are generally littered—perhaps you might 
have underſtood me literally, and thought they 
wanted Combing. But, alas] neither Bouvilla, 
nor Racine are able to racommoder that Part of 
them, that is the moſt derange—1 mean their poor 
dear Brains (if they have any). As a Proof of this 
Libel, I am now to acquaint you of a long, 
tireſome, ſtupid Confuſion, that has been lately 
made by and between Mrs, and Mrs. 


about „which has almoſt vexed me, as Ka- 
tharine ſays, pa/? my Patience. 
CY FRET 
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You may now probably think J have ſpoken 
very tenderly upon the Subject, when I lay my 
Charge only againſt. the Heads of the Parties, as 
there appears to be ſo much Room for a more 
ill-natured Perſon to ſuſpect the Hearts upon this 
Occaſion. But, thank God, I never carry my 
Reſentment againſt Meanneſs or Folly farther than 
can be expreſſed in Merriment ] forgive, when- 
ever I laugh ; and I intreat that you will acquieſce 
in the fame Haeratian Manner alſo, and not mince 
them up, Head and Pluck together, as my dear 
Fuveral is too apt to do ſometimes, upon ſuch 
Provocations. 

I received the Poem you ſent me, and think it 
a very pretty One, But, alas! I fear it is not 
likely to make any Impreſſion on the impenetrable 
Stuff it is directed at. The Painter's Pencil, and 
the Statuary's Chiſſel are ſtronger Inſtruments 
than the Poet's Pen. It is much eaſier therefore 
to arrive at a competent Taſte for thoſe Arts, than 
for the refined Virtũ of the latter. There are 
eſtabliſhed Rules for judging of the former, by 
which the moſt ſtupid Perſon may, with a little 
Pains, become what is ſtiled a Connoiſſeur, or 
Diletterte—but there muſt be a Ray of Genius, 

a Spark 
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a Spark of ethereal Fi ire, connate with our Souls, 
to render us capable of feeling that charming 
Enthuſiaſm, which muſt ever accompany a 
true Taſte for Poetry. 

A prapes. I never did read any more © of Chau- 
cer than thoſe Fragments of him that have been 
retailed to us now-and-then by modern Writers, 
which always gave me a ſtrong Inclination to know 
more of him, which you have now confirmed me 
in; and we will read him together, T hope, ſoon, 
T am ſorry for thoſe Blots in him that you hint at, 
for Wit is ſadly proſtituted in Ribaldry, or Pro- 
phaneneſs—it muſt be pre/ed into ſuch a Service— 
it never enters a Volunteer, k 

Wit, in moſt Authors, is generally only a Play 
of Words, a Sport of Fancy, or the Zeſt of 
Vice. But true Wit is the Effence of good Senſe, 
and the Die of Moral, * ſtamps a Currency 
on Attic Ore. 

Our poor Fanghon is now „in her Bed: She has 
had a Relapſe by eating Cucumbers : She is your 
own Daughter ; her Stomach is as weak, and her 
Appetite as ungovernable, as her Father's. I have 
ſuffered a good deal myſelf from cating Fruit ; but 
I promite you that I ſhall refrain from it for the 
Reſt of the Seaſon, though I cannot anſwer either 
for the Father or Daughter, 


T here 
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There is a Fire at this Moment blazing in 
Holborn—but as it is now Mid-day, and that the 
Engines are playing upon it, I hope there will be 
no great Damage done. There were a Dozen 
Houſes burned down laſt Week at Marybone— 
there are frequent Fires in London, and hardly 
ſufficient Water to quench them. They deſerve 
to be burned in their Beds that will not ſuffer the 
River Colne to be brought into our Streets. 

I have not received the Bill from Ireland yet, 
that you wrote for before you left this, But I 
fancy the Iriſh all imagine that London is like the 
City of Elderado, where one may have Gold for 
picking it up in the Streets; and that it is ſending 
Cali to Newcaſtle to make Remittances hither, 

Captain Cooke preſents his Compliments to 
you. He has been diſappointed, and I fear will 
not obtain a Ship, becauſe I am ſure he deſerves 
One. I fear for poor dear P 's Life, for the 


ſame Reaſon ; every Day I ſee her but adds to my 
Concern. 


This Day Five Years exactly we were at Holy- 
head together. Would we were ſo at preſent! 


Adieu / 


FRANCES. 


Vo Leo . K P. 8. 
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P. S. Mr. M has failed, and they ſay 
that our Friend Mr. B is deeply in- 
volved with him. A ſecond South Sea Bub- 
ble, J fear! My Eyes and Limbs are fo weak 
at preſent that I can ſcarcely read or walk, 
and yet I will write to you, and would carry 
my Letters to Lombard-Street alſo, if I could 
get no one elſe to do it. 


LETTER DCCLI. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Cleyne. 


Y deareſt Life I ſha!l ſtill call you, though 
you did ſcold me laſt Night, for ordering 
the Cook to put ſome ſalt Salmon in Water for 
our Dinner T o-day :— This is a new Property in 
Dreams that I have juſt diſcovered. I thought 
the utmoſt that their Magic could compaſs was to 
conjure up paſt Scenes only; I did not know that 
they had the Faculty of Invention before. 

I have juſt received Three Letters from you 
under the incloſed Envelope from Mr. F 
You ſee I fend you every Fragment that [ 
think may pleaſe or amuſe you. Miſs 


8 
Letter 
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Letter goes to you for the ſame Realon : I have 
not anſwered it yet, becauſe 1 do not know in what 
Strain to do it, Pray tell me whether it is a Love- 
Letter or not. Do Women ſpeak plainer than 
this on a Firſt Overture? | | 
There lies an Eaſt India Man at Cove near 
this Place, who ſays he means to quit the Service 
as ſoon as he gets to London: May not this be 
lucky for our Friend Cooke ? There will be One 
Ship more ts be diſpoſed of than perhaps they 
might have reckoned upon before, What an hap- 
py Event would it be if our dear Harry were to 
jail for India under his Command ! It would con- 
ſiderably leſſen our Anxiety at parting. 

I cannot attend to your Letters at preſent, for 
| have ſpent all my Poit-time this Day, in writing 
to Perſons who have it in their Power to ſupply 
Letters of Recommendation and Intraduction to 
Madraſs, Bengal, &c. Adieu, therefore, for the 5 
preſent, my dear Wife and Children. 


Henry, 
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LETTER Decl. 


FRANCES to HENRY, 


Am at preſent both lame and blind ſo much 
for Complaint, and yet I will not delay ac- 
knowledging that I have received yours of the 
27th of laſt Month, 

I heartily hope that all your Letters of Recom- 
mendation may be obtained Time enough, as the 
Indian Triumvirate are to ſet out in about Ten 
Days, and the being perſonally known to any of 
them in England may be of greater Advantage 
than the being introduced to them in India. 


They are all Perſons of extreme good Characters 
in private Life; and the Choice of them by the 


Court of Directors upon this critical Occaſion 


fufficiently ſtamps their public Merits, 

What vain Mortals you Men are! But 1 
thought you had been too much uſed to Love- 
Letters to miſtake that you ſent me for One—per- 
haps, like Women, you value a Conqueſt in pro- 
portion to the Time of Life it is made in; and 
like us alſo, ſuffer Pamour propre to conſtrue Ci- 
vility into Affection, and general Politeneſs into 


particular Attachment.— I have faid this better 
ſome- 
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ſomewhere elſe. But no Matter, it were ridi- 
culous to anſwer a ludicrous Queſtion ſeriouſly, — 
You often take me in that Way by ſaying odd 
Things with a grave Face. 

I begin almoſt to envy you all the pleaſant 
Flattery you receive about our Novels. I wiſh 
you had taken me over, that I might have ſhared 
it with you. Pray tell thoſe civil Folks, and 
particularly the Biſhop, who ought to know bet- 
ter, that they are acting in direct Oppoſition to 
Scripture, which ſays that 4 Prophet is not 
e without Honour, /ave in his own Country.” 
Now give me leave to inform you, that Poet and 
Prophet are the fame in Hebrew ; at leaſt it is all 
ene in the Greek, or if not, it ought to be, which 
comes to the ſame Thing, you know, 

You often tell me that you receive ſeveral 
Letters from me at once, but have not Time to 
anſwer them, I am to ſuppoſe from this, that 
the Poſts in Ireland come in oftener than they go 
out, Happy Country! I wiſh they did ſo here. 
However, your Apology ſhall paſs current for 
this Time, in Hopes that the next Pacquet will 
bring me Letters of Recommendation in Favour of 
your felfe 

Poor P continues extremely ill Medi- 
eine has done its beſt, perhaps its worſt with her; 
R 3 and 


p ce. BT, ugh R Anne 


and my true Love attend you, 


| 
1 
my 
| 
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and ſhe has been ordered to Briſtol. —I fear ] fear, 
I had a long Letter from: ; ſhe is not hap- 
py, I think, though ſhe does not complain. — Alas! 
who is that deſerves to be ſo. Except yourſelf, I 
know not One—nor would you be an Exception, 
if your Philoſophy had not left ſo few Things 


within the Power of Fortune. Would to Hea- 


yen that Admiration could create Imitation. 
Adieu, my deareſt Life, vour Children' $ Duty, 

FRANCES. 

P. S. Fanchon is quite recovered, and I have 
juſt received the Bill I expected, which Two 
pleaſant Articles have raiſed my Spirits con- 
fiderably, Did I tell you before that I had 
bought Harry a new Suit of Cloaths, and 
have indulged him in learning to fence from 
Signior Angels? He does not ſpare a Moment 
in the Day from his various Studies, and ! 
think this Exerciſe abſolutely necellary to his 
Health, 


111d 
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LETTER Decini. 
HENRY to FRANCES. 


(Wich a Bill incloſed.) 


AKE that now, as if thrown at your Head, 

and I wiſh it was a Thouſand Pounds heavier 

for your Sake. It rejoices me too to hear that my 
Agent has had another Fing at you of the ſame 
Kind lately. My Spite toward you ariſes from 
your challenging me on account of the Intervais 
of my Letters. I ſcolded you for that Sort of 


Impatience an Hundred and Fitty Years ago—my 


good Dame H'/pa. 
I anſwer all your Letters when the Poſts allow 


me Time, and often write when I do not hear 
from you, if any Change in my Situation or Af- 
tairs, or any Thing new or entertaining occurs. 
Is Dearth of all theſe proper Subjects for Cor- 


reſpondence, I own that I do not fit down every 


Poſt merely to write you a Letter—this methougat 
would have looked too much like poor P —— 
W , Who uſed to perform his X of Duty 
every Morning with a Lawn or two—you re— 
member the Operation I am ſure, and have fre- 
quently ſmiled at it. 


K 4 Now 
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Now I have done * let me thank you 
for the Livelineſs of your Letter. I actually do 
think that both your Stile and Fancy . grow 
richer every Year. I could almoſt find in my 
Heart to aſk your Pardon— but the Dignity of a 
Huſband muſt ever be kept up in all matrimoniat 
Connections, for how otherwiſe can he claim his 
Rights, without Libertiniſm ? 1 was advertiſed of 
the Two Articles in your Poſtſcript, before I came 
to it, by the Spirit of your Letter, notwithſtand- 
ing your being lame and blind, which Maladies I 
hope you have got rid of before this. If you 
would read leſs, and walk more, you would cure 
yourſelt of both theſe Ills. _ 

I paid a Viſit Yeſterday at —. Mrs. S—— 
is really a very fine Woman, though ſomewhat 
broken by Sickneſs, Childbearing, and Huſband- 
bearing the worlt Labour of all. There is ſome» 
thing clever, lively, and agreeable in her alſo, 
I am heartily ſorry for her Misfortunes, though 
ſhe was born, educated, and married to them, 
fo that they cannot be ſaid to be new to her. 
Government is ſhamefully deficient that confines 
itſelf to Juriſprudence only: To regard civil Ac- 
tions, without reſpecting moral Ones, methinks is 
beginning at the wrong End of, Polity. A Man is 
puniſhed for being a- bad Subject, a Thief, or a 

Robber ; 
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Robber ; but a ſcoundrel Father, of a worthleſs. 
Huſband, remain uncenfured by our Laws © 
I received Two Letters from you—One of them: 
of a long Date , moſt unaccountably delayed, 
as I have got ſeveral written ſince. I love you. 
for hugging your dear Arm on its Recovery—l 
did not do ſo much for mine, but hugged myſelf : at: 
the Pleaſure of being able to write to you. There: 
would be no uſing an Amanuenſit in our Corre- 
ſpondence — even our own Hands move too flow. 
for our Hearts. A Dictation would be ſtill more 
tedious, | - | _ 
I read your Paragraph to your Chaplain, as: 
you ſtile him ; and he fays, that the Kidnapping 
of him would be catching @ Tartar, for he would: 
certainly kidnap you back again with nim. | 
I ſhall reply to no more of that dear Letter, 
becauſe the Situation of my Health forbids all: 
tender or melancholy Ideas to dwell upon the- 
Mind, while the Body has Ills enough of its n 
to reſent. 
My Cholſe. attacked me laſt Night menen 
Dog, without any Challenge or Provocation gixert 
on my Part— I wiſh it had been one in Reality, 


for 1 would gladly cry out with Macbeth: 
® Letter bœcxxxv. 
Ks Ap 
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4 40 Approach me like the rugged Ruſſian Bear, 

« The armed Rhinoceros, or Hyrcan Tyger, 

« Take any Shape or . and my tym Nerves 
| . "Shall never tremble. —' 


I would ſee my Enemy, as Ajax requeſted. — 
For all I deſire for my Life, is but fair Play. 

They ſay my Diſorder proceeds from Wind— 
if it does, it muſt be a plaguy /:ft:ng one then, 
for I feel it by Turns in every different Part of 
my Body. If I could but fix it to any one Point, 
I would ſoon give it Vent “ with a bare Bodkin 
« and determined Hand.” It is all Gueſs-work 
(I fear) with the Phyiicians, and they know nei- 
ther what to call, nor how to fix it long enough 
to apply a Remedy. They want the Powers at- 
uibuted by Shakefpear to the Poet: 


« To give to azry Nothing 
« A local Habitation, and a Name.” 


Therefore I am reſolved never to call in one 
of them again, while 1 am able z bear Pain—but 
when I ſhall find that become intolerable, I ſhould 
chooſe rather to die by another's Hand than my 


Own, 


My 
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My Philoſophy (which you compliment me 
upon) is not ſo extraordinary a Merit. 
at 6/6; 

But I have deſcribed it more fully, in a Manu- 
ſcript that I ſhall ſoon ſend you for the Preſs #— 
ſo all I ſhall do here is to add, that à Man can 
never be deemed free, who does not preſerve the 
Poſſeſſion of his own Mind, and quote you a Paſ- 
ſage from my favourite Harrington, which pleaſed 
me fo well at the Time, that I have remembered 
it ever ſince. * By Hope, a Perſon enjoys even 
what he may never be able to attain ; and by 
% Fear, he is deprived even of what he may 


914 


never come to loſe.” 
There is another Thought of his, which#I 
recollect now, and like extremely; where he fays, 
that Man ſhould be defined a regie, rather than 
a rational Creature—for in other Animals there 
may be found ſomething of Reaſon, but none of 
I/irſhip. You remember my Idea once of making 
Shame the diſtinguiſhing Characteriſtic. 
Though I am charmed with this great Writer 
in general, I cannot help being angry with him. 
for his Manner of ſpeaking of Ireland, which he 
ſtiles Panopea, in his Introduction to the Oceana :- 


He calls it The ſoft Mother of a ſlothful and 


* The Polthumous M ris of a late Celebra:ed Genius deceaſed 
K 6 4 pu 4 
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« puſillanimous People, which, though replanted 
„with a new Race, whether through the Na- 
«* ture of the Soil, or the Vice of the Air, they 
« come alſo to degenerate.” He then recom. 
mends it to be planted over again with Fews, 
allowing them their own Laws and Rites. 

This is all very unphiloſophic—and particu- 
larly ſo in him, who in all his Writings ſeems to 
conſider the Conſtitutions of Government, to 
form the only Difference between the Conſtitu- 
tions of Nations, 

I ſend you incloſed a moſt extraordinary Story 
that a Man who had been ſo miraculouſly pre- 
ſerved through a Series of ſuch wonderful Dan- 


gers and Miſhaps, ſhould be reduced at laſt to 
fweep the Streets for Bread“ 


Adieu] For I know you will be impatient to 
read it, 


Henry, 


® The Story of Ambroſe Gwinett—Gentleman's and London 
Magazine for March 1769. 
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LETTER 'vectay.” 


+ T1303 
FRANCES 10 Hvar. 


N D do you take that—and I wiſh I could 
impreſs it on your Lips with Ten Times 
the Warmth that I have preſſed the Paper to ny 
own. It is not the Kiſs of Duty—for as Richard 
fays to his Mother: „I have a Touch of your 
« Condition that will not brook Reſtraint.” Nor 
is it a Kiſs of Thanks either, for the Bill you ſent 
me, No—let Buſs and Guinea be reſerved. fort 
thoſe who think venal Beauty worth the "ny | 
chaſe. 

No, Henry, it was the Kiſs of youthful Fo 28. 
neſs, mellowed by Time to ſomething more than 
Love—to Confidence, to Approbation, to Eſteem, 
to more—much more than I can now expreſs, 
Regret too ſtrongly mixes with my Love, and 
almoſt damps its Ardor. Why art thou abſent, 
deareſt to my Heart | while languid Hours fill up 
the Time appointed for Exiftence, and will no 
more return] Indeed my Eyes and Heart overflow 
at this fad Thought | 


You 
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You ſay my Stile and Fancy grow richer. every 
Year. Alas! my Love, where Paſſion ſuch as 
mine has ſweetened the otherwiſe inſipid Draught 
of Life, the Taſte will grow ſtronger as we drain 
the Cup. — But then, that very Richneſs but 
more marks our Approach to the laſt Drop, 
The charming Efferveſcence of new Spirits has 
at length abated ; but happy, thrice happy for us 
both, it has not left it vapid | | 

The ruling Paſſion of my Mind was Love, and 
to that, and that alone, may juſtly be imputed 
every little Effort, every Ray which. you have 
been ſo kind to compliment with the Name of 
Genius. To Venus Son I tune the Lyre, &c.““ 
Something too much of this, and of myſelf too — 
but I am ſick; and fick Folks muſt be indulged, 
Pray how does my dear Harry's rame/:s/s Diſor- 
der at preſent ? I hope, I hope he does no ir- 
regular Thing while he is out of my Sight. I 
know he has a Way of braving Pain, becauſe he 
can bear it, and will die with all the Spirits of 
the Expiring Gladiator; or like ſome antient Hero, 
whoſe Death in Battle is ſomewhere thus deſcribed, 
“ He fell, laughed, and died.” I think that this 
Sentence beats th: Veni, Vidi, Vici, quite 0 
the Field. 


» Part of her own Poem printed in the Triumvirate, Vol, I. 
Pac 1 1, aſt Sianza, | 
I hate 
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hate your replying to peeviſn Paragraphs of 
mine God knows I have forgot them myſelf 
before they reach Lombard - Street. But when you 
conſider that I have no other Pleaſure, or even 
Amuſement, ſince my Eyes will not ſuffer me to 
read, except what I receive from your Letters, 
you ſhould excuſe- my being felfiſh—But go on, 
my good Mr, Teſty, I ſhauld nat diſcourage you, 
for there is always ſomething ſo very kind and 
polite ever mixed up with your Reprehenſions, 
that the Adage of Amantium ire—is that ſpelt 
right ?—was never more juſtly applied to _y ker 
ſon than yourſelf. | * 

I am as angry with old Harrington as you can 
be. I will ſuffer no one to abuſe honeſt Ireland, 
but myſelf—and whenever I do ſo, there may per- 
haps be more of Jealouſy than Malice in my 
Spite, becauſe I really do ſometimes ſuſpe& you 
for loving the fair Panpea rather too much. 

I thank him, however, for giving the Country 
ſuch a pretty Arcadian Name; for though Hiber- 
nia ſounds poetical enough, yet it is derived only 
from the vulgar Latin; but Panopea ſounds 
like a Greek Word, which is a much more learn- 
«der Language, you know, and like ſome precteuſe 
Ridicule in One of our Plays —I ſay that, I love 
and bonqur the Sound of Greek, 


I wrots 
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I wrote you a long dull Letter Veſterday This 
Mall have but one of thoſe Faults ;: for the Poſt 
Bell warns me to. ſay, Adieu, my Life! my 


Love! 
FRANCESs. 


o 
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LETTER DCCLV. 


FRkANCEs to HENRV. 


DOOR P ſet off for the Hot - wells at Briſ- 
tol this Morning in a very weakly State; and 
though I have moſt earneſtly wiſhed her there for 
fome Time paſt, yet her going has not much 
contributed to raiſe my Spirits, which were not 2 
Bit too much elevated before. I think it has ever. 
been my Fate to be left behind, by every One I 
loved: Lady C——e, Lady S——>, Mrs. S——, 
325 D—, Mrs. P, &c. TI will not 
ſpeak, nor even venture to think of what may be 
yet to come but I will ever moſt devoutly pray 
againſt the cruel Wiſh you have ſometimes made. 
— «+ Forlorn of thee, whither ſhould I betake 
« me? where ſubſiſt ?” I cannot ſee what I write, 
Reading for whole Days does not hurt my 
Eyes ſo much, as writing ſome Paragraphs to you. - 
I cos 


£ 
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1 continue till lame—that is not my Fault; but 
I need not be blind, if I was not a Fool—and 
furely that is no Fault neither, though I acknow- 
ledge it to be a Misfortune. 

I count the tedious Days, and am glad to find 
them ſhorten. Lonelineſs and Confinement are 
much more ſupportable to me in Winter than in 
Summer. I have leſs Deſire to ſtir abroad in bad 
Weather than in good; and I think a Fire is 2 
tolerable Companion ; beſides, it gives every body 
(except yourſelf) ſome little Employment : But 


you are generally too contemplative -] will not ſay 


lazy, to ſtir either it or yourſelf. 

I have had another clever Letter from my dear 
Ch-— ; but I am not in a Mood ta write to her 
yet, or, what is ſtill more extraordinary, even to 
you—and yet I am not ill, nor vexed at any 


Thing, or at Nothing—but I cannot write, and 


yet I would ſtill go on ſcribbling if my Pen 
not the worſt that ever I handled, becauſe I do 
not love to leave off talking, though I have no- 
thing to ſay—and this is too often the Caſe with 
others, as well as your truly affectionate Wife 


FRANCES, 


LETTER 
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LETTER Decl. 
HENRY to FRANCES. 


Farmley, 
Have reached this Place after a very pleaſant 


Journey of Three Days, I came from Cloyne, 


the Mountain Road, acroſs the Country, and 
paſſed through the moſt charming Scenes of 
Landſcape I had ever ſeen. 

I was full of Idea all the Way -I fancied my- 
ſelf travelling in the next World all the while: 
For, in the Firſt Place, you know that I never 
eat upon ſuch Expeditions ; and I ſuppoſe you 
know alſo, that there is no more Food than Ma- 
trimony beyond ; in the next Place, I felt as 1 
ſhould probably do in that Situation without you, 
juſt cooly admiring, or yielding a philoſophic Ap- 
Probation. to the Beauties of Nature, and the 
Diſpoſitions of Providence — waiting even there 
with Regret, till you ſhould follow, and bring 
Home 'to me my Taſtes, my Reliſhes, my 
warmer Affections. 

I ſometimes ſhudder at ſuch Thoughts as theſe : 
& Thy Image ſteals between, &c.” I am a jealous 
God, ſays our Creator—but I may as well ſpeak, 
-what I cannot avoid thinking. Fools have luke- 

| warm 


: 
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warm Paſſions, and Knaves ſelfiſh ones.—But 
as 'Benedi&t ſays to Beatrice, Thou and I are 


too wile to woo peaceably.” * 


I have received no Letter from you ſince I wrote 
laſt to you; but Mr. F-— tells me he had for- 
warded Two to me the Poſt before I came here. 


What a flighty Kind of -Correſpondence muft 
ours be] You remember the old Play, before 


Cards had eſtabliſhed its tyrannous Dominion, of 
The Quęſtion was aſted me, and the Anſwer was 
made me. 

There was a Mr. Atterbury at Cloyne while e1 
was there : He is a Fellow of Oxford, and Grand- 
ſon to the ingenious Biſhop of Rocheſttr of that 
Name; he is a ſenſible worthy Man, and a good 
Scholar, He has invited you and me to ſee that 
Univerſity-next Summer: Will you go and take 


your Degrees there? „. 


All this Family are well, and preſent their Goa 


plenty to you. . I have not been long enaugh 
in the Country to hear any Thing about the Reſt 


of our Friends in this Latitude. I hope you are 
well; and I believe fo, for if you were otherwiſe 
I ſhould know it by Sympathy, and thank God 


my Diſorder has left me at Peace theſe Ten Days 


paſt. ae zin O71! 
y | 62 0 Pray, 
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A Friend of mine near Cloyne has given me 
Money 4o ſend him over a Medicine Cheſt, from 
one Smyth in London. I beg you will do it 
for me, and have it directed to at Corke, 

if you will truſt me for ſo much till we meet, 


Adieu ! 
HEN RT. 


»„— * 


LETTER DCCLVIL 


Frances to HENRV. 


T Am a poor little, fretted, and vexed Thing, 
becauſe you do not get my Letters; and 1 
know not how to. reply to Paragraphs I have 
anſwered already One hundred and Fifty Years ago— 
according to your own. Mode of reckoning paſt 
Time. I told you. the Story about Mrs. 
and Miſs — ir: fome former Letter, which 
is probably travelling toward you, in the uſual 
round-about Courſe of our late Correſpondence, 
and indeed it is not worth the putting me tb the- 


Labour of repeating ſuch Stuff over again. 
I can. 
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I can with great Sincetity. return you the 

Compliment you pay me in your laſt dear Letter, 

of receiving but a Half Enjoyment, or Kind of 

ſullen Satisfaction, from any Pleaſure or Amuſe». 

ment which you do not participate in; and often, 
4 too often ! I might * with 1 


„Thou, even my Ho do'ſt ſteal from me: 
« For I with wild Idolatry 
<< Begin to Heay' a, and end them all to thee,” 


Vet this does not alarm my Piety; for I 
flatter myſelf that the Thought of thee but aſ- 
fiſts my Devotion; as I never addreſs the Al- 
mighty with ſuch enthuſiaſtic Fervor, as when I 
pray for your Health, your Life, or Happineſs. 
I never can or will ſuppoſe that Heaven can be 

offended at an Affection ſuch as mine; it is in its 
Works we muſt admire, and praiſe, and love the 
Creator. And the nearer any Object approaches 
to our Idea of Perfection, our Attachments tow 
it become the more ſublime, and the Purity o 
our Affections ſeconds the Earneſtneſs of our 
Wiſhes. I have not perhaps expreſſed myſelf 


clearly upon this Subject; but I certainly know, 
becauſe I certainly feel, what I mean, 


Well 
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Well—to be ſure, my own dear Harry was 
never out of Panopea in his Life, when he talks 
of One Smyth in Londm, eſpecially after Mrs. 
Winifred has told you, That it might poſſibly 
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difficult to a willing Mind, and I will look for 
your Needle, and if I find hit out,” ſhall execute 
your Friend's Commiſſion without fail. 55 
I beg the Favour of you to write up to Dublin 
for a Certificate of our Son's Birth and Chriſten- 


. 


„ 


+ 4b 


* PREY 


any Manner of Delay, becauſe 1t muſt be. pro- 
duced before the Board of Directors, as it is 
requilite to aſcertain the Age of every Writer that 
is ſent out to India. 1 

This ſhould have been the Firſt Paragraph of 
my Letter, as the moſt material ; but ſince | have 
deferred it til! now, I ſha!l take Care to make it 
the laſt, that you may remember it the better, and 


* not a Momeat's Time in writing about it. 


Loy e to it. 


n - 2a#&= 


- 
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Adieu! 
N FRANCES. - * 


LETTER 


de difficult to find even an 4þ Evans in this 
Town *.” But no Matter, there is Nothing 


ing, and order it to be ſent over to me without 


and Fanghon ſend their Duty, and [ add 1 my 
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LET T'E'R DeeLVIII. 


HENRY to FRANCES, 


Have received the Pleaſure of a Letter from 


Freedom, Cheerfulneſs, Spirit, and Raillery in it 
that is charming. Your Accounts of dear P 
has been a heavy Drawback on the Pleaſure I have 
received from many of your Letters—and honeſt 
Cooke's Difappointment too has added to my 
Regret, My Love to them both. 

I beg of my little Fanghon not to do ſuch 
giddy Things again; but you muſt not ſcold her, 


becauſe you fay, it is ſo like her Father. Let 
her ſtick to Hother-Mit for the Future. I was 
il ard trregilar as they fancied for Three or Four 
Days at Cloyne ; and the Biſhop ſaid, he did not 
know which to admire in me moſt, my Patience, 
or Non-forbearance. Ez) 

The Story you tell me about Mrs. — and 
Mrs, is truly ridiculous and abſurd—it is 
not worth either of our whiles to clear it up. 
I am glad you have had your Laugh out of them, 
though it was a ridiculum acri, as Horace ſays, 
and Harry will explain to you. 


Letter DCCXL1I!, 
I all 


you backwarded from Cloyne “: There is a 


——— — — — 
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I ſhall go over à le Voifnage To-morrow, 1 
have not ſo perfect Satisfaction anywhere as 
there, becauſe I can ſpeak more, and hear more 
of you there, than at any other Place in this 
Country they know you more, and I need ſay no 
more. | 

I do not ſo much care about Mr. M ——— 
Know him not, but I am moſt heartily concerned 
for the worthy Mr. B —: The Family and 
friendly Affection ſo remarkable in him, has 
placed him near my Heart. I beg that you will 
contradict this Part of the Story at leaſt, the 
very firſt Opportunity, and that you will get 
Cooke a.Ship by Return of the Poſt, and cure 
P-—, Let Fanghon be quite well, and have 
your own Legs and Eyes ſet to Rights imme- 
diately.—D'ye mind? All theſe Things are among 


my Neceſſaries of Life. 


Adieu, my Life ! My Life, Adieu 
HENRV. 


1 
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LETTER DCCLIX., 


HENRY t FRANCES. 


Le Veiſinage. 

Am juſt arrived here. The Family I lert are 
gone to the Aſſizes, and I did not care to ſtay 
in their Houſe alone. Not that alone is at any 
Time irkſome to me; but that I love the Friends 
in this Quarter better than Solitude, which I 
aſſure you is no indifferent Compliment. But if 
they do not ſupply me with better Pens and Ink, 
I ſhall not long abide here. 

I have received no Letter from you fince my 
laſt but no Matter. I do not ſtand upon Punc- 
tilio*'s—like me frapticus People I know. The 
only Reaſon I have for not writing to you, every 
Day of my Abſence, is, that I find rather too 
much Pleature in it; and if I did not reſtrain my- 
ſelf, I ſhould really do nothing elle till we meet 


again. 
The Weather we have here is hocking. If 


had not a perfect Faith in the Rainbow Covenant, 
I ſhould, like Beau Clincher, prepare my ſwim- 
ming Girdle againſt the next Shower. All the Hay 
in this Country is rotting in the Fields; and 
Mort's new Machine that travels without Herſ s, 

Vor, VI. L c 
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could never have appeared in a fitter Seaſon, 
4 Not but that the Weather would be fine enough, 
F | if the Rain would let it—for upon the leaſt Open, 
| N the Sun looks bright, the Sky ſerene, and the 


Moonlights are beautiful. 
T cannot proceed farther with ſuch Pens —this 


_— 4 1 
. Is as 


ö is the Sixth I have tried in Pain: It is even worſe 
| than D:&ating. 

1 I muſt get 1id of them, though I even part 
a with you. 


"tr / 
Hevnv. 


4 2 


P. S. Vour fair Friend is ſafely brought to Bed, 
Did I tell you ſo before ? 


r 2 x47; 
I 


2 — 


—— —_ — — nnn. 


LETTER DCCLX. 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


Am flattered much, indeed I am, at your being 

pleaſed with my little Scribble-ſcrabbles ; but 

14 you are always kind and partial to me. I endea- 
- vour to write as cheerfully as I can, becauſe J 
have long known the Influence that my Spirits 
's have ever had upon your's. Complaints, beſides, 
1 are unavailing ; and yet I am ſometimes tempted 


t 


. 
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to tell you what is often but too true, that I am 
not well, I want both Air and Exerciſe, and fear 
that in Conſequence of this, I ſhall ſuffer much 
next Winter: But ſufficient to the Day, &c. 
without anteceding the Evil by Prognoſtications. 

Mrs. G is going to Paris for a Couple of 
Months. It would be a vaſt Temptation to 
travel with her, and to ſee my dear Mrs, CW 
there. But then I conſider myſelf as placed in 2 
Station which I ought not to deſert; and no 
Pleaſure, not even Health itſelf, could balance 
ſuch a Reflection: So let this Matter reit, and 1 
will pine in Hyde-Street till your Return, 

I ſhall obey your Commands. It is now faid, - 
that Mr. B has not ſuffered by the Debris of 
his Friend. I have heard from P=—, and ſhe is 
recovering. Fanghon is perfectly well. My 
Ails are mending : I can read and walk a little; 
and Cooke has ſtill Hopes of a Ship. I am 
happy in being able thus far to ſupply the Nece/- 
faries to my own Harry's benevolent Heart. 

Faits mes Compliments d Le Voiſinage, quand vous 
z ſera. Tell me of every Pleaſure you meet with, 
that I may rejoice in Scenes I am debarred from. 


Adieu ! 


FRANCES, 


La LETTER 
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L E T.T ER DCCLXI. 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


HREE tedious Months exactly this Day 
ſince my dear Harry left me—Well ! they 
are paſt—gone with the Years beyond the Flood; and 
am glad, therefore - not that I rejoice in ſuch a 
Lapſe of Time, though dull, but that I hope it 
brings me nearer to the ultimate Point of my 
moſt earneſt Wiſhes—the ſeeing your Return. 
The having a Goal in view, quickens the Ra- 
cer's Speed ; but the Impatience of a near Event 
has a different Effect upon the human Mind, and 
lenzthens the Minutes to Hours, This is an 
heavy Subject, ſo no more of it. 
Of all the Birds in the Air but I think you 


could never gueſs; fo I will not puzzle, but 


ſurprize you, by telling you that I had a Viſit from 
Mrs. Jane C— Yeſterday : And-the very iden- 
tical Jane not altered not a Jot ! with Age, 
Sickneſs, Diſtreſs, and Mortifications, from the 
laſt Time I ſaw her (ſome Dozen Years) to this 
very Moment. And in Truth I was extremely 
glad to ſee her well and happy too, as ſhe ſays ſhe 
is at preſent, dhe came over here with Lord S 


7 


who 


: 
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who has behaved with Honour and Humanity to- 
ward her Merits. She returns ſoon to Ireland. 
There is ſomething very extraordinary in the 
Difference of Climates, between our Kingdoms, 
divided as they are only by a narrow Channel. 
We have not had Three Days Rain theſe Three 
Months in any Part of England, and you talk of 
Deluges where you are. There has not been fo. 
fine a Summer (even in England) theſe Twenty 


Years, as they tell me here, And while we are 
roaſting like Lobſters alive by the Reat of the 
Sun, you are ſoddening to Death like Shrimps in 
Damps over the Fire, Why will you ſtill con- 
tinue to dwell with Maſßbec, and have your Ha- 
e bitations among the Tents of Keder ?” 

You may call this poor Spite, if you pleaſe, 
and fay that bad as your Climate and yourſelves 
are, I would be glad to be among you : It may 
be ſo. You often ſay ſuch tempting Things of 
the People of the Country, that it is very proba- 
ble you may bring me over to your Side of the 
Queſtion at laſt. 

I hope you have mended your Pens long before 
this, and that there are a Packet of Letters tra- 
velling to me by Land (if you have any left) or 
by Water, at this preſent Writing. I amuſe my- 
ſelf this Moment with imagining that I ſee Mrs. 
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| B— and you failing away in a Brewing Pan, 
from her Houſe to Kilmurry, . ſteering clear of a 
Blackberry buſh, but in imminent Danger of be- 
ing ſhipwrecked for want of a Chart, by the 
branching Arms of an Elder. Well! you are 
fafe landed at laſt in the middle Floor; and are 
recounting, Orhellb like, * the Dangers you had 
« paſſed,” to the gentle Deſdemona of the Man- 
ſion, who fays, indeed t'was ſtrange; t'was 
« paſſing ſtrange;ꝰ and gives you for your Pains 
a Cup of Caudle. | | 

Do not be angry with me, my dear Harry, for 
playing the Fool. I am not merry; but 1 do 
„ beguite the Thing J am, with ſeeming other- 
% wiſe.” My fincere Love to them all, and Joy 
to Deſay of her ſafe Accouch ment. 


Adieu, my Life] and Love! 


FRANCES. 


LETTER 
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| Hexny to Rain 1 


T uiſmage,. 

Sap Event has happened in this Country: ; 
A Second Duel “ has been fought between 
Mr. A-— and Mr. F—, in which the former 
died on the Spot: He was, the Challenger, but 
upon what new Punctilio, I have nat yet heard. 

You may remember a remarkable Letter I 
wrote to this unhappy Man above Six or Seven 
Years ago upon the Subject of the original Diſ- 
pute. I made an unlucky Prophecy for him at 
that Time, it ſeems. But what EY de 
againſt Fate ? | 

I muſt fly over direQly to my Friend, ks is 
certainly unhappy as any one muſt be on ſuch 
an Occaſion, though the Duel was ever ſo fair, 
and the Antagoniſt ever ſo foul. I ſpeak generally 
here, and mean no Reflection. 

I have. got your Letter, and ſhall write this 
Night for the Certificate. My Horſe is at the 
Door. 


Adieu ! 
HEN RV. 


* See Letter DXXIV. 
L4 LETTER 
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LETTER DCCLXII. 


FRANCEs to HENR. 


3 juſt come Home after Supper at Mrs. 
R—, and have received your ſhocking Letter. 
I cannot compoſe myleif to Sleep fo immediately 
after reading it, 'o I may as well employ the 
Tune in writing to you. 2 
TI am extremely ſorry for the unhappy Man's 
being hurried out of the World in ſuch a Man- 
ner, „with all his Imperfections on his Head;“ 
and in a voluntary Act of his own Difobedience 
too. We are allowed to wwndicate only, but not 
avenge ourſelves, ©* For Vengeance is mine, faith 
« the Lord, and I will repay it.” However, I 
rejoice that your Friend eſcaped, and that you 
were not his Second. 
I wilt not fay with the Coward, in ſome Play, 
c Tf I do not wonder now what makes Men fo 
tc ſtout;” but I muſt aſk, what makes them ſuch 
Fools ? There is but one Pretence in the World, 
I thiak really, that ſhould induce a Man to fight 
a Duel, and that is, on being called a Coward ; 
becauſe this may juſtify his Courage: But it is an 
2 idle 
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idle Thing to do it on being called a Liar, as 
Fighting can never be deemed a Vindication of 
Veracity. | 

The only Way is to ſpeak Truth, which turns 
the Lie on the Antagoniſt, according to the 
noble Anſwer of ſome antient Sage, who when 
he was aſked why he did not reſent the Calumnies 
of his Enemies, replied, m:y Ations fhail give their 
Nerds the Lie. 42 | 5 

The Spirit of that Law which permitted Trials 
by Combat (though barbarous in itfelt) aroſe 
from a noble Reflection, that all Vice proceeds 
from the Want of a due Senſe of Honour; and 
as in thoſe Days of Chivalry, all Honour was 
thought to conſiſt in Courage, the Accuſed was 
allowed to offer his Vindication by Duel. 

trow many Circumſtances happen to give my 
dear Harry an Opportunity of making his kind 
Attention toward me. Your mentioning your 
writing about the Certificate, in the Midi of your 
Hurry and Concern, upon the fad Occafion of 
your laſt Letter, leſt my Mind ſhould be uneafy 
about it, was one of theſe charming Inſtances. 

| hope it will arrive in Time, for we are told 
that it is one of the neceflary Requiſites. Men 
of Buſineſs do bind themſelves often in moſt ridi- 
calous Trammels: It is the Manner, more than 
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the Matter, they frequently attend to; and Forms 
muſt be complied with, though they ſhould be 
nothing more than Forms. Of what Conſequence 
can it poſſibly be (in this Caſe), what Pariſh the 
' Perſon was born in? or whether it happened on 
the Thirtieth of May, or the Tenth of June? 
which latter Circumſtance may perhaps occaſion 
| ſome Equivocation, by the Change of Style 
which took Place ſince his Birth. His Appearance 
will ſufficiently vouch him to be above Sixteen, 
and under Twenty, which is all that is requiſite, 
as J am informed. | 

I have got Cold unaccountably, as the Weather 
continues ſtill inſufferably warm ; for though the 
Sun does not blaze abroad as before, the Air feels 
Anke that which iſſues from an heated Oven, So 
I am to be baked now, that was broiled before. 
I ſhall drink nothiag but Barley-water theſe Three 
Days, and you may gueſs what Kind of Spirits I 
ſhall be in by that Time. Does the Rain con- 
tinue to codalle you ſtill in Panopea ? 

Apropos. Have you ſeen the Comet? And 
pray, Mr. Aſtrologer, what does it portend ? Are 
we to be roaſted or boiled ? you will fay one, and 
I the other. Bentley preferred the Firſt; and as I 
am already Half done, I agree with him: I am 
glad that theſe Phznomena have never been 

ſolved, 


Henry and Frances. 251 


ſolved. I would have ſome Things in Nature 
which the vain Wit of Man cannot fathom.— 
5 it may humble their Philoſophy enough 
to make them ſuſpe& that there may be ſome 
| Things as inveſtigable in Religion alſo. - 
There is a Ship ordered to carry the Writers to 
India: We know not yet whether it is deſtined to 
Bombay, or Bengal: If to the latter, our dear 
Boy will fail in it you will fee him ſure... I 
af pardon - and am compoſed again, or ſhall be 
ſo—4t leaſt appear to be, when Time may give 
the Semblance of Reſignation to till piercing 
Grief, My dear, dear Child! Prayer is vain—his 
own V irtues bleſs him! Amen! 
8 * G v.00 Gr £5 
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IM. 
_, This late Hour of writing to you, puts me in 
mind of the many pleaſant Minutes I have been 
indulged in after my returning Home from Places 
where you did not chooſe to ſup, When you have 
ſuffered me to prate away to yau for a Quarter of 
an Hour or ſo, about ali the Occurrences of the 


Evening. It is like it in another Particular alſo, 
F L 6 yu 
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which is not fo pleaſant to think of at preſent, 
that I have all the Gob to myſelf, while you uſed 
to look on me, as your dear Picture does now, 
with mild Complacency, and philoſophic Acqui- 

eſcence. 
I have juſt finiſhed my Sheet, and find that I 


was not canning enough to leave a Blank for the 
Seal. But I never was, nor ever ſhall be fo— 


and fo there will be ſomething torn, though no- 
thing loſt. 

I wiſh you ſafe out of that duelling Country. 
Adieu! and Good-night—or Good-morfow ra- 
ther. Paſt One 6 Clect, a bet hazy Morning. 


FRANCES. 


* 


LET TER DCCLATV. 


HENRY fe FRANCES. 


1 Founp my Friend a good deal low upon the 
late Event: It muſt doubtleſs be an irkſome 
Circumſtance to Humanity, however unavoidable 
the Contingency ; though every Thing is juſt as 
could be wiſhed on his Part, except the fatal Ca- 
taſtrophe, as the Party did all in his Power to put 
him in the Right, and give him the Laws of 


Honour and the Land on his Side. 
There 
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There was no Manner of Foundation for the 
Challenge: It ſeems to have been merely a Trial 
of Skill; or, let us ſee who is the beſt Fellow, as the 
Phraſe is: So that it cannot ſo properly be ſtiled 
a Dxel, as a Prize-fight. However, every Thing 
was fo fair, that there is but One Story told about 
it in the Country, which 1s an extraordinary Cir- 
cumſtance upon an Occaſion where there happens 
to be a divided Intereft, and an adverſe Strife. 

You have made a good Diſtinction between the 
Opprobriums of Coward and Liar, or Lache et 
Mechant, as Charles the Fifth faid of Francis the 
Firſt ; and as for any other Kind of Offence that 
can never happen between Man and Man, the 
Laws ſufficiently-vindicate the Injury. 

My little female Monteſquieu has alſo well ob- 
ſerved upon that fine Moral whence aroſe the 
Uſage of the judicial Combat. There is a further 
Sentiment too in this Matter, which does Honour 
to the Piety of thoſe Barbarians : That Heaven 
takes Part with the Innocent even in this Life. It 
is no very flattering Reflection, to think that civili- 
ed Nations ſeem not to have as elevated Notions, 
either of Virtue or Religion, as the Gotlis and 
Vandals: So that we do not expect that this Ordeal 
Event will put an End to our Suit, as formerly. 


I ſuppoſe 
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I "A that long before this, you will have 
received the Certificate, which Mr. W— writes 
me Word. he has ſent over to you. I think with 
you that Men of Buſineſs are too formal ; be- 
ſides, in many Inſtances the formal Method is* 
the leaſt certain: In this Caſe particularly, the 
Mother's Certificate ſhould be taken, before the 
Regiſter's, for ſhe was certainly by at the Chilis 
Birth, which, he might not have been: Yes, as 
you ſay, I think upon the very Face of the Evidence, 
that he is reſponſible for the Age of Sixteen. 5 

Is it poſſible for Youth and Beauty, with even 
the Addition of all your Senſe and Merit, to in- 
ſpire a fonder Paſſion in the human Breaſt, than [ 
am ſenſible of for you this Moment? No. 


| Adieu 4. 
ANDREws, BEVIIIE, CAR RWE, and SUTTON: 


— 


2 — — — 


LIE bers. 


FRAN CES to HENR. 


Have received the Certificate ; and Harry is 
juſt gone to the India-Houſe with it and Mr. 
Manſhip's Note for Admiſſion as 4 H/riter to 
Bengal. May the Almighty bleſs and proſper him 
| What 
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What would I not give that I could rejoice at this 
happy Event! O! do not chide me, I know I 
am to blam2; I know alſo how weak I am both 
in Body and Mind ; but cannot help indulging the 
Feelings of a Mother, though I well know how 
hurtful it muſt be to both. A Father is, I hope, 
a wiſer Being. 

Yes, I feel for the Mother, who, when a 
Prieſt was preaching Reſignation to her upon the 
Death of her Child, by quoting the Example of 
Abraham, cried out That Heaven was too well 
e acquainted with human Nature to have exacted 
« ſych Obedience from 4 Mother.“ 

Why are you not here, my Life and Love, to 
aid me with the Example of your Fortitude? Yet, 
am I glad you are not; it might perhaps avail to 
ſtop my Tears, but break my Heart. Now I 
can let them flow to eaſe it; yet will I do all in my 
Power to hide my Anguiſh from my Son. His 
Heart (like your own) already feels too much for 
others. 

I am now compoſed ; I hope I am. But only 
to think upon another Source of Woe. I have 
- juſt received a Letter from my poor P : She 
is in a more dangerous State now than ever ; ſhe 
has burſt a Vein in her Stomach, but ſpeaks with 
Relignation, which is the only Philoſophy that a 

Weman 
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Woman ever ſhould boaſt of. Do not upbraid me 
here; I have as much as ſhe, were only myſelf in 
Queſtion. 

ter has ruſhed ſuddenly upon us. Our fine 
Werner is vaniſhed, and the Tranſition has been 
ſo amazingly quick here, that we may ſay Win- 
ter has en into the Lap of Summer, no mild, 
no vaiiezaied Autumn. intervening to make the 
Change lets felt. All ſudden Alterations, both 
external and internal, ſtock the human Frame; fo 
that I do not know whether your Climate has not 
at preſent the ſame Advantage over ours, that 
one who had never known Happineſs would 
have above another who had enjoyed and loſt it 
in a Moment! Dreadful $/tu47n / 


6 And I was—was moſt bleſt.— 
Gay title of the deepeſt Miſery!“ 


My Mind is at preſent ſo impreſſed with gloomy 
Thoughts, that all my Colourings will in ſpite of 
me take a ſombre Caſt, and I would not wiſh to 
communicate ſuch dark Tints to yours. I will 
therefore leave the Reſt of my Paper ſpotleſs of 
my Ink and of my Tears, 


Adieu, my deareſt Hurry! 
FRANCES. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DCCLXVI. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Ger no Letters from you, yet I ſtill write to 
you. For want of freſh Intelligence I have- 
amuſed myſelf this Morning with looking over 
ſome of your late Letters, as my poor Uncle uſed 
always to read one News-paper every Morning till 
the Poſt brought him another; and from theſe 
Notes I ſhall try to furniſh out the Epiſtle for the 
Day, by replying to ſome Paſſages in them, which 
I do not remember to have remarked upon before. 
The Accounts you have fo repeatedly given of 
our poor dear P render me unhappy, and 
give me almoſt a Deſpair of her Recovery. She is 
young, however=—but ſo, alas] are her Feelings; 
and therefore too ſtrong for her Mind. Her Heart 
is broken, I fear. — Break all their Necks that 
have rendered it ſo | 
I am well pleaſed with your letting Harry have 
every Manner of Indulgence, both in Cloaths 
and Accompliſhments, that he defires, or that you 
approve, I think I can be anſwerable for it that 
he will never abuſe our Confidence. Beſides, my 
Nature is Indulgence ; I grant it to every one but 
myſelf I am amply repaid in you. 


[ did 
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did indeed fay, that your Stile grew richer ; 
and I might have added, your Sentiments warmer 
too, every Day. Philoſophers might conclude from 
our Exainple, that Age brings an addition of 
Spirit with it. Youth is perhaps too much im- 
merſed in Fl. b. | 

No—l will not venture to touch upon. that Paſ- 
fage—nor that nor that. Such Reflections affect 
me too much. Theſe are what I more peculiarly 
ſtile your own Paragraphs : I am fond enough to 
pay them an higher Compliment, if I could think 
of a more flattering Expreſſion. 

Why! how now, you pert Mis you, how dare 
you rally a poor Iriſ Lad ſo hardly? Could not 
any Apothecary or Chymiſt in London have told 
you where One Smyth, the Medieine-cheſt Man, 
was to be found out ? or, could vou not have 
conſulted your old Friend Phæbus, who is equally 
the Deity of Verſe and Phyſic ? and this may be 
the Reaſon perhaps, that he ſuffers ſo many vile 
Poems to be publiſhed every Day, left thoſe that 
take Phyſic might beat a Loſs. 

Do, walk yourſelf and Fanchon out every fair 

Hour in the Muſæum Gardens; for Air and Ex- 
-erciſe are abſolutely neceſſary to you both though 
this is really an alarming Seaſon ! There are Times 
when one rejoices at not having either Eſtate or 

Farm, 


Henry and Frances. 259 


Farm. They ſay, that Fools only talk of the 
Weather. — But they muſt be worſe than Fools, 
indeed, who are not ſhocked at this. 

I have thought that every Shower for theſe Ten 
Days paſt was but the laſt Vinging of the Clouds, 
and expected to ſee them every Minute hung 
abroad in the Air, like wet Shrowds to dry. There 
muſt ſurely be (as the Scripture ſays) a Store-houſe: 
of Waters in the Firmament; for there actually 
has not been Strength enough in the Sun here 
this Summer to exhale Vapours ſufficient for ſuch 
a Second Deluge. 

My ranſacking through a Parcel of your old 
Letters in this Manner, puts me in mind of my 
looking into the Series ſometimes as I chance ta, 
meet with it, where I have nothing elſe to read 
and it ſerves to amuſe me a good deal, by recall- 
ing to my Mind many Scenes and Circum- 
ſtances of Life which afford Subject for Reflection. 

I think (though I never reckoned them) that 
there appears ta be more of my Letters than 
your's in the Collection: But then, how do they 
appear ? After I have flouriſhed away in Soliloquy 
for ſeveral Poſts together, you ſtep in with One 
or Two little Billets that foil all mine, by making 
them appear but Foils to yours, 


I have 
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J have more of Philoſophy in my Writings, 
but you more Tenderneſs; mine employ the Head, 
but yours affect the Heart — Unequal Strife for 
Fame; the many feel, the few only comprehend : 
L look wile, white I am reading ſome of my own. 
I weep on peruting many of your's, 

My Bleffiags and my Love. 


Adieu / 
HENRY, 


— ä 


— * 


LET T.E R DCCLAVIL 


FRANCES to HENRY. 


Au really extremely uneaſy at your not re- 
ceiving my Letters—I am ſo on Two Ac- 
counts, I would not have you think I had neg- 
lected to write, nor can I bear the Apprehenſions 
- of their falling into icnorant or improper Hands. 
There never was a Thought of my Heart, relative 
to myſelf, concealed from you, I write juſt as J 
ſpeak — extempore. One needs no Preparation 
to utter Truth : You can make Allowances for the 
Foibles of a Heart you approve ; but to thoſe 
who have not the ſame Indulgence and Partiality to- 
wards me, even the little Badinage, Jealouſies and 
Impati- 
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Impatience, of ſome of my Letters, may be mag- 
nified into Faults, or become the Ridicule of 
ſmall Wits. | 
beg therefore, that you will try to recover 
them, not for the Sake of your own Poſſeſſion, 
but to prevent that of others : You may reckon 
upon Three a Week at leaſt, ſometimes more. 
Your Deluge has ſpread to us at laſt. There 
has not been a fair Hour this Week; and I am 
now ſitting over a good Fire, but with my Dreſſ- 
ing-room Window open; for the Heat and 
Damp of the Air reſemble the Senfation one 
feels on drinking Pepper-mint Water, when we 
fancy our Breath to blow hot and cold at the 
ſame Inſtant. Defend us from ſuch agueiſh 
Doings ! | 4 
Take Notice that I am much poorer: than Job, 
becauſe I am in Debt, and we hear nothing of 
his Creditors among the other Plagues of his 
Life: This is to me the molt irkſome Situation 
imaginable ; but the Cauſe, indeed, ought to con- 
ſole me: Even the neceſſary Expences toward my: 
dear Son's Equipment are very heavy and yet 
they ſhall not hinder us, I believe, from exceeding 
into every Extraordinary that may be either uicful 
or entertaining to him. I have already bought 
him a good deal of Muſic, and ſeveral Books of 
an 
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an high Price; and by the Catalogue he has 
ſhewn me, he means to carry over a perfect 
Library, if you will indulge him. 

I have no doubt of your ſupplying this Article 
with an unſparing Hand, therefore I ſhall only be 
ſolicitous for him in Matters which your Philoſo- 
phy and Parſimony to yourſelf may think, per- 
haps, might be ſpared. I ſhall not ſay any more 
upon this Subject; but remember, my dear Harry, 
that your Nature is Indulgence,” and that he 
merits every Inſtance of this Kind in our Power. 

I had a Letter Yeſterday from poor P— : 
who continues ſtill very ill ; but the Vein that 
opened has cloſed again. She ſends her Love to 
you, and ſays ſhe thinks that your Return to 
London would contribute to her Health at Briſtol, 
by making me happier. Poor little ſuffering Saint! 

I ſcribble on, but without Heart or Soul, from 
the difagreeable Apprehenſion that my Letters 
may fall into the Hands of ſome Thady Mulroney, 
or Teague O' Flagherty, or other: This is a mor- 
tifying Reflection ; I will therefore neither purſue 


it, or this Letter, any farther, than juſt to tell you 
what I am proud the whole World ſhould know, 


that I am my deareſt Harry's ever fond and 
faithful Wife, 


FRANCES. 


LETTER 


Henry and Frances. 263 


LETTER DecLxXVI. 
HENRY to FRANCES. 


k 8 en ruled Paper.) 
| Furmley. 

O Letters from Frances to Henry ! Should 

we publiſh any more of the Series, what 
would the World fay to ſuch a Chaſm? Hiatus 
valde deflendus, at leaſt. I ſhould really be much 
alarmed at ſuch a tedious Interval, but that your 
Son and Daughter, thank God, are both with 
you; and in ſuch a Caſe, no News, &c. For 
Children are ever fond of telling — be it 
good or bad. 

Lou will be ſurprized, I dare ſay, at this Sort 
of School-bey Paper, but I could get no other here, 
and it is the Bon ten among us at preſent. The 
World appears pretty much to be above Rule in 
their Actions, yet ſeem to pay ſome Deference to 


it in their Writing, One would fancy this Sort of 
Paper was invented by Hackney-clerks, who are 


paid by the Sheet for copying out Bills and An- 


ſwers, and therefore place. their Lines at a vaſt 
Diſtance aſunder. 


You may depend upon it that I ſhall not delay 
One Hour in Ireland after my Buſineſs is put into 


a proper Train; and I am tired with writing to 
flew 
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flew Swift (my Attorney) for whoſe Summons I 
am waiting to ſet out for Dublin. A State of 
Delay is a State of Dependence, and ſurely there 
cannot be a more irkſome Situation = 
The Weather is not only dull, but melancholy, 
All our Hopes (as they too generally are) were 
placed in the Mon: It changed, yet hardly at- 
forded us a Mouthful of Moonfhine. But the Third 
Day is the critical One, fay the /unatic Philoſo- 
phers : Is that Planet ſuch bad Pay that it ſhould 
require Three Days of Grace? or, is fair Wea- 
ther ſo long journeying from thence to us * You 
may aſk the Man in the Moon this Queſtion, for I 
am not Aſtrologer enough to reſolve it. 


0 
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I walk out every Day for Two or Three Hours 
when the Weather will ſuffer it, and ſtride away 
often into the fairy Fields of Imagination, or the 
philoſophic Groves of Contemplation, according 
to the accidental Bent of my Mind at ſuch Times: 
I am ſometimes a King, ſometimes an Hermit; 


but oftener a Magician; for I long is be able to do 
Good, 


— 9 1 ee om — — — 
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good unſeen, and unknown. This would be to 
me Eternity in a Moment. 

I declare, that if I could render even you happy 
by inviſible Means, I think, I ſhould never let 


you know who was your good Genius, I would 
have all the World feel the Benefit, but deſire 


only one Being in the. Univerſe to know. the 
Author of it. Can any Book in a Library amuſe 
one better, or the beſt Treatiſe on Ethics more 
confirm one's Virtue, than ſuch Wandering of, 
the Mind, where the Heart i fixed? | 
But I muſt have done with farther Reflections, 
having now got almoſt to the End of my Lat. I 
will write no more by Rule; it makes a little Mat- 
ter ſtretch too far, which is not my Way. Inever 
was an CEconomilt in any Thing. Whenever 1 
am writing either to you, or the World, I ſet 
down. every Idea that occurs, and, .nccerding to 
Scripture, dere no T howght for the Morrow, | 


Lu, 2 dear Wife and Children ! | 


Hrxxr. * 


1 9 
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L E DT E R DCCLXIX. 


Hexzy to FaAvcks. 


Far ml. 

Rrcivrp Two Letters from you * laſt 

Pacquet, which pleaſed me even more than 

any of your former, becauſe there appears to. be 
a certain Enjoument and Philoſophy in them 
which ſhew a cheerful and a firm Mind; and de- 
light me more than all your Wit, Tenderneſs, or 
Sentiment: The former refer more immediately 
to your own Feelings the latter relate rather to 
thoſe of others. 

Mrs. B is here, and I ſhewed your Letter 
to her, which deſcribes our Sailing together in the 
Brewing-pan ; and ſhe laughed at that, and the 
Rece; tion you ſuppoſed us to meet with from the 
gentle Deſdemona—that kind of ca/m Surprize and 
tame Hoſpitality you paint, are exactly in the Stile 
of her amiable and mild Character. Mr. F 
happened to join our Tete à Tele, and I let him 
lee your Letter, which he returned to me, with 
theſe Words, unabated and unabating. 


Letter DCCLUI, and the vext, 


I thank 
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[ thank you for the pleaſant Paragraph where 
you fend me my Necgſſaries; as alſo for your Ac- 
count of Mrs. Jane, our old Friend, Lord 8 
has acted nobly toward her; for though ſhe cer- 
tainly had Merits, they were ſuch (however 15 
him) as required Generofity to forgive, and 
Honour to requite. Your Article about Cooke in 
particular rejoices me on a double Account, 
How happy ſhould we be if it ſhould be in his 

Station to carry over our dear Adventurer. 

But laſt and moſt in love, let me thank you 
heartily for the Account you give me of yourſelf. 
I am glad to hear you are upon your Legs again; 
and wiſh I could ſay this Moment to my own, 
Limbs do your Office. Since Fanghon is alio reco- 
vered, and that you inſult us ſo often with your 
fine Weather, pray take an Hour's Walk at leaſt, 
every Morning with her in the Muſeum Gardens. 

I ſhould never have cenſured yout petit Tour to 
Paris if you had taken it; but ſince you did not, 
let me make you ſome Amends by approving of 

your Conduct. You muſt have loit to much En- 
joyment of your Son, juſt on ihe Eve of his De- 
parture from you—this indecd, was a Reflection 
of your own, on a parallel Inſtance before. Be- 


tides, your Preſence muſt be neceſſary toward his 
M 2 Equip- 
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Equipment for the Voyage, as my provoking 
Law-ſuit keeps my Legs in the Stocks at preſent. 
But never fear, my merry Fellow- traveller, 
we will go to Paris yet, if it be only to meet our 
dear Nabob returning over Land from India. Why, 
this may happen in, about a dozen Years, and 
what is a Score to ſuch willing Minds!  - © 
But what will put this Matter quite out of, 
Diſpute, is to be upon Honour with each other- 
to live till then: That is a Pledge we have never 
yet forfeited to one another, and I fancy we ſhall 
be as little inclined to do it in this as in any 
I hing elſe. I fay done firſt, and generouſly give 
you Eleven Years Odds at Starting. ſ 
1 forgot to tell you, that in reading my Manu-' 
ſcript, the Paſſage that ſtruck them all the moſt 
was a Simile of the Polypus, which is ſomewhere 
introduced in it: This pleaſed: me ſo much, 
that I could not refrain from confeſſing the Pla- 
giariſm —borrawed it from à careleſs Expreſſion 
of yours one Evening in Converſation at Captain 
Wylliams's in Canterbury, ſome Time ago, 
when the Converſation happened to turn upon the 
* Topic where I have applied it. 


455 dear Family, adieu 45 7 
| Hkxxv. 
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4 * T Tn DOCLAX? 
Hunky to, Fnancks., 5 | 


O—I will not chide you for your ea 
My Sympathy juſtities it. What an im- 
perſect State is Life | Not only our Misfortunes, 
but our Bleſſings too are ſometimes made our 
Trials; and Reaſon oft rejoices, where Nature 
mourns. God Almighty bleſs bim—blcſs bün— 
bleſs him ! 

You would have me abſent, you ſay, at N wth 
Time, leſt it might reſtrain your Tears—1 am 
ſo far ſatisfied on that Account, and for a further 
one alſo relative to himſelf. A Woman's Ten- 
derneſs is natural, and ſo much to be expected, 
that it cannot move him beyond what he may be 
ſuppoſed to bear; but were he to ſee the Tears 
which now [ ſhed, it might unman him quite, 
and leave ſuch an Impreſſion on his Spirits at 
parting as would ill prepare him for an Enterprize, 
which may require the utmoſt Effort of his young 
Mind to bear him through. This is but the 
Second Uneaſineſs he ever gave us in his Life—the 
Firſt was when he had a Fever. 

But neither of theſe Conſiderations would have 
been ſufficient to have prevented my flying to you 
M 3 this 
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this Moment, if an higher Regard to you both 
did not reſtrain me from you. Beſides, I am 
doubly bound here, by the Laws of Prudence and 
of Honour too. My Suit is not yet come to a 
Criſis; and my Friend is in Difficulties, | 
Be not uneaſy, my deareſt Life, about your 
Letters; I receive them all, though not regu- 
| larly, The Two ! am now anſwering I re- 
ceived but this Day, though they were above a 
Fortnight due. The Diſappointments and the 
Delays are owing merely to the Precarioufneſs of 
the Winds. y 

I am p!caſed with dear P 's pretty Senti- 
ment, but am ſorry ſhe ſaid it, except ſhe ſhould 
recover, It is cruel to utter kind or tender Things 
to one's Friends; in our laſt Moments—it in- 
creaſes Grief, and entails Regret. | | 
I have wrote to my Deputy to remit you the 
Amount of his laſt Quarter's Abſtract imme- 
diately, for I know you have not quite the Pa- 
tience of Job; and hope that you never may be 
able to diſtinguiſh yourſelf in any ſuch Character. 
For Patience is formed by T1a/s. 

Bleſſings to my Children! and adieu, my ever 
dear Fanny 


HN RL. 
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LET Tx x Deen” 


Frances to HEN RT. 


Have waited all Day with the utmoſt Impa- 
tience for the Pleaſure of hearing from youu, 
as I have for more than a Month paſt written to 
you on Subjects Ons at leaſt extremely intereſt- 
ing; but certainly my Letters neither have, nor 
ever will reach you I hanks to the {ſaving Scheme 
of Franks and Encloſures. 
I did at length receive 4 Letter from you, but 
no Auer. You had aheady left the Equipping 
of your Sen fo; India to me, who am by no 
Means fit for ſuch an Employment. I have done, 
an i left undone many Things without Judgment 
or Diſcretion; and have laid out a great deal of 
Money without appearing to have advanced one 
Step in the Commiſſion, having no one either to 
help or adviſe me. 

But in your laſt Letter you bum to acquieſce 
ſo intirely in your ſtaying away, at His Extraordi- 
nary Time, that I confeſs it alarms me ex- 
tremely, and that in a very uncommon Way too ; 
becauſe I cannot poſſibly account for it—and that 


this is the Firſt Inſtance in my Life that ever J 
M 4 knew 


1 
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knew you act  inconſiſtently, or improperly — 


pardon the Expreſſion, 


You ſay that the Parting with your Son might 
leave an Imprefſien on his Heart; but I fear that 


vour not taking leave of him, may leave One 


wpon bis Adind ; and I ſhould much rather have 
him ſuſtain the firſt than the latter Pang; for 
young Hearts are not ſo apt t break, as young 
Minds te remember. I am no Philoſopher, I find, 
becauſe that my Notion of that n4ble Science of 
Defence would be this, to act the Part which Na- 
ture and Duty point out, and leave Conſequences 
to take care of themſelves. 

The T'wo Obſtacles you-mention, are certainly 


very ſtrong. ones in themſelves ; but have, I appre- 


hend, no Manner of Foree in the preſent Criſis. 
J ſhould think that n @ rien gui preſſe in 2 
Law-fuirof Fifty Years ſtanding, or in the pre- 
ſent Situation of your Friend, which need pre- 
vent ydur coming over (for a Week at leaſt) to 
tranſact a Buſineſs of fo much immediate Conſe- 
quence—and to ſave Appearances, at the fame 
Time, which is all that we ſhould exact from 
you, either ou Account of ourſelves, or of the 
World. 

Lou will conclude from my Letter, very juſtly, 
that I am out of 8 pirits, and. of Temper both. I 


7 have 


have been ſo for ſome Time paſt, though for your 
Sake I have endeavoured at an Affectation of 
Cheerfulneſs. But I cannot long continue to 
write or ſpeak in a Language foreigrrto my Heart. 
You will, therefore, I hope, excuſe the Freedom 
with which I have now expreſſed myſelf, © - *- 
Be not ſo. cruel, or unjuſt, to imagine that 1 
doubt in the leaſt, your Affection for your Son, 
or your Tenderneſs to me. I muſt deny the Re- 
cord of Twenty Years, in One Inftance, and of 
Sixteen in the other, before. it could be poſſible 
for me to ſuſpect ſuch Misfortunes. But I own 
that I am almoſt brought to think, with Harrington, 
that there is ſomething in the Air of the Climate 
you. now breathe,, that relaxes the Mind as well 
as the Body, and is apt prope DER; in- 
dolent. 0 
I will; ; nor now, 1 nor ever 8 A Word more 
upon this Subjet—perhaps, and I fear 1 have 
already ſaid too much: My Feelings are too warm. 
If I baye offended: you, I again intreat your For- 
giveneſs ;, and haps you will believe me to be, 
with the ſincereſt Affection, my deareſt Harry's 
ever fond and faithful Wife, 


FRANCES. 


M 5” LETTER 
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LETTER DCCLXXIL 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


I Received your Expoſtulation, and it has ren- 
dered me unhappy—perhaps I may find the 
Benefit of it in another Way. Exerciſe is neceſſary 
to Health, and it made me move for an Hour 
about my Chamber this Morning. I am like a 
Ghoſt - and always walk when diſcontented. 

J was perfectly ſenſible of the Decency, the 

Expediency, and the fond Ties which ſhould 
have drawn me over to you, before you marked 
them to me ſo ſtrongly ; and when I reſiſted ſuch 
preſſing Inſtances, you might, I think, have given 
me Credit for being withheld by ſome higher 
Confiderations ; and not to ſtrain your Faith too 
hard, J had, I thought, in ſome of my late Let- 
ters, ſufficiently hinted to you both the Buſineſs 
and the Duty which detained me here. 
But it ſeems I ſhould have faid with Suckling, 
% 'Thofe Tyrants Buſineſs, Honour, and Neceſ- 
4e fity, what have they to do with you and 
os 7h 

Had I followed the Dictates of my Heart 
alone, I ſhould have eſcaped your Reprimand ; 
but I weighed the Arguments on both Sides of 

; — Ws 
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the Queſtion, in the Scales of my Mind only, 
without ſuffering my Paſſions to throw in the leaſt 
Scruple. Prudence and Philoſophy, methought, 
fitter became both the Circumſtances of my For- 
tune, and the Years of my Life, and ſo overbal- 
lanced my Attention to ed r* and —_ 
tions, 

Obedience is better 7 i it is ſaid, but I 

ſhall endeavour to preſerve the Merit of both with 
you, I ſhall therefore certainly ſet out for London 
in a few Days, if my leaving Ireland at this Criſis. 
hazards Nothing more than my own JIntereſts— 
but I have no Right to endanger thoſe of another. 
Mr. F—— is not at Home; but I ſhall ſend him 
your Letter, and leave him to judge in this Matter 
for himſelf. If the Situation of his Affairs ſhouldi 
require my Stay, you muſt give me leave, once: in. 
my Life, to try what it is to be a Heroe. 
I chank you for the Juſtice you do me: in not 
ſuſpecting my Affection toward you, and. you. 
might add alſo, my good Opinion of your Senſe,, 
Judgment, and Virtue—for I. may well. ſay. with: 
(the Fart :,c-;.; 1 1 28 


— ©: Whate'er ſite liked, 
„Was then of me approv'd—what not, condemn d. 


„Her Cenfure was Arraignment.““ 


z & 33+ 


M6 : | But 


276 LaTtTrps between 


But there are Duties in Life ſuperior to Af- 
fectior.s, and I ſhall always fulfil every Character 
of Man as far as I may be able, You have your- 
ſelf ever concurred in ſuch Principles as theſe, 
| though ſtrongly tempted to diſſent from them; and 
I would rather be juſtified by your Reaſon, than 

even approved of by your Paſſion, 

You ſhall hear from me by next Poſt, or per- 
haps ſee me before the Mail reaches you. Adieu, 
my dear Fanny! My Bleſſing to my Children; aud 

delieve me to he your W fond and affectionate 
Huſband, 


* 


HEN RV. 


f17— Y 


LETTER DecLXXIII. 
8 | FRANCES to HENRY. 


OTWITHSTANDING the ſevere Kind- 
' neſs and cruel Condeſcenſion of your laſt 
Letter, it muſt, and ever will afford me Pleaſure 
to remove any Manner of Difficulty from you; I 
am therefore doubly happy in Mr. Manſhip's ad- 
ditional Goodneſs to my Son, by leaving him at 
Leiſure to wait the laſt Ship's'going to Bengal this 
Year, yet ſtill preſerving him his Rank, as Fifth 
upon the Roll, 


So 
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$0 that he need not ſet out till January or Fe- 
bruary next, before which Time I flatter myſelf 
that the Circumſtances of your Affairs may ad- 
mit of your returning to England, without any 
Hazard wo your own Intereſts, or Injury to thoſe 
cf your Friend ; which I acknowledge to be 
Conſiderations that ought to have preponderated 
againſt any Indiſcretion or Impatience of mine. 

I hope that this Letter may reach you before 
you leave the County of Kilkenny : I ſhall be 
miſerable if it ſhould not; for it would mortify me 
extremely, if you ſhould treat me ſo like a Child, 
as to facrifice to my Feelings, after having reliſted 
your own. Heaven knows I would not give you 
a Moment's Trouble or Inconvenience to ſave 
merely myſelf from any Thing I could endure. 
Lour Quotation from Suckling happens to be a 

little unlucky, becauſe it reminds. me of another 
Paſſage in him, which, however, I ſhalt only re- 
peat, but not apply, for Two Reaſons : Firſt, be- 
cauſe it would be pert, and next, becauſe it would 
not, 1 hope, be pertinent. I have no Faith in 
M elebmen; and though. Fear and Suſpicion 
« look often ſo far that they overſee the Right, 
6 yet when Love holds the Candle, ay — 
6 miſtake ſo much.“ 


My 


* 
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My Eyes are fo extremely weak, I cannot ſee to 
write more ; I muſt therefore bid you adieu, my 
dear, kind, croſs Love] 


FRANCES, 


P. S. Your Children both preſent their Duty. 


LETTER; DCCLAZAIYV. 


HENRY to FRANCES. 


Ay dear FAN N, 
HAVE the Pleaſure to acquaint you that [ ain 
now at Liberty to attend your Summons, and 
am juſt ſetting off to Dublin. Mr. F— is come 
Home, and in returning me your mo/? elegant Scala 
(as he ſtiled your Letter) told me that he could 
not think of detaining me from my Fami:y on ſo 
critical an Occaſion, even if my Stay was imme- 
diately ncceffary here; but that it really was not 
ſoat preſent ; and if he ſhould need my Services this 
Winter, the Nature of the Buſineſs would afford 
me-ſufficient T ime to return again. 
I forgot my laſt Letter to you, but if I dd 
expreſs myſelf with. any Warmth in. it, I hope 
that the Difficulties of my Situation may plead an 


Apology | for it, I had Buſineſs here of Prudence, 
Neckfluy, 
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Neceſſity, and Friendſhip. T had Calls to London 
doth of Duty and Affection: Theſe Conſiderations 
drawing different Ways, diſtracted my Mind, 
and kept me ſeveral Nights intirely without 
Sleep; and your Impatience added to my Diſtreſs. 
And yet there was Nothing in your Letter 
that I ſhould have reſented in any other Condition 
of Mind. It was, at moſt, but a Sort of Dam- 
num ſine injurid, as Lawyers diſtinguiſh. Beſides, 
old Fellows muſt expect to be rivalled by young 
ones ; and I ought not, therefore, to have been 
jealous of your preferring your Son's Satisfaction 
to my Convenience, But I acknowledge that it 
ever did, and ever will alarm my Delicacy, the 
ſlighteſt Apprehenſion of ſuffering the Romanee 
of our Loves to dwindle into the Novel of com- 
mon Life. 
However, I am glad you wrote that Letter ; 
very glad, indeed, becauſe it has determined my 
returning to you. The Duty, Decency, and 
Pleaſure of ſeeing my Son before his Departure, 
and the every Thing that ſhould require my being 
with you upon that Event, I am certain of—The 
Succeſs of my Bufineſſes here, not ſo certain 
nay ſome of them more than doubtful ; and the 
only Punctiliowhich held my Reſolve in Suſpenſe, 
kind! ly obviated by the generous Releaſe of my 
Friend 
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Friend—l felicitate myſelf upon this. lucky Oc- 
caſion, and (hall fly to you with all the Expedition 
that Love, Winds, and Poſt-horſes can ſpeed me, 
Tell my dear Boy, that I received his Engliſh, 
French, and Latin Letters, and am extremely 
pleaſed with them every one; but am in too great 
an Hurry, at preſent, to anſwer fo univerſal a 
Scholar. 

Do not throw away a Letter on me, for I cannot 
receive it, either here, at the Head, or at Cheſter, 
as perhaps L may have the Pleaſure of ſeeing you 
before this reaches London] hope ſo, at leaſt, — 
Stay—! may poſſibly get a Letter from you at St. 
Albans—venture it: It will be a great Comfort 
to me. 

HBleſſings to our Children; and believe me mb 
my deareſt Life, your truly fond and affectionate 
Huſband, Loves, Friend, though I does ſcold you... 
2 little nou- and · hen when you chides me. 


ej: 7 
HENRT. 


LETTER 


Henry and Frances. 281 


r eee 
HENRY to FRANCES, 


| Dublin. © 
JR arrived in Town, No Cheſter Ship ready 
to fail, and the Pacquet does not go off till 
Morning-tide—perhaps not then, as the Wind is 
now flying in our Faces ; but I ſhall deliver myſ. if 
on Board notwithſtanding, though I may be ſaid, 
B-llerophontis literas afferre, for aught I know, as 
my Cholic has returned upon me ſeverely of late, 
and my Stomach is at this Moment a Pincuſhion, 
All Food is equal to it, for it equally reſents them 
all. It mocks the Meat it feeds on,” and turns 

it to an Adder in my Baſom. 

Mr. R— is married to the Widow T 

They have exactly Five Children a A | 
may not ſo properly be called Matrimony, as 
Joining Iſſue. However, it is à fair and honeſt 
Match, as ſhe is to abide by her preſent Jointure 
if he ſhould die; and in the mean Time, it ſuffi- 
ciently pays her Club, fo that none of the Chil- 
dren on either Side wil! be TIS by their 


Union, 

There has been a Dd lately between M 
and W — ; you know their Characters, and can 
determine which was the Aggreſſor, and how it 

| ended; 
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ended ; for one of them will fight, right or 
wrong ; and the other, neither right nor wrong. 

I called to ſee Mrs, 1 — this Evening, and 
after ſhe had made ſome kind Inquiries about 
you, the aſked me if I knew a Miſs N inn 
London, that Colonel D. ſeemed to be in 
Love with, by ſpeaking of her as a young Woman 
or. the beſt Senſe, greateſt Ingenuity, Reading, 
Learning, Taſte, and Genius in the World, 
I do not think of her as a Second Madame Da- 
cier indeed, but with proper Abatements I gave 
her Character juſt as it is : A Perſon of plain good 
natural Underſtanding, but flow and unrefined; 
of great Application and Sedulity, which are, 
however, no Marks of Genius; but of an ex- 
ceeding good and honeſt Heart, which is capable 
of firm and faithful F riendfhip, but without 
either Warmth o or Sentiment. 

I am going to venture my Life * at Couſen 


W——'s To-night, and ſhall then return Home 
to pray for a Wind, 


Adieu, my deareſt Fanny 9 
| Henry. 


2 By eating Supper. 


LETTER 
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LETTER DSclxxVvIU. 
Hexzy to FRANCES. | 


Hohlrad. 

Txt DED here juſt now, fick—very ſick, af. 

ter a Voyage as long as Jonas took in the 
Whale's Belly, and am juſt ſuch another Figure, 
I believe, as he was when he had got on ſhore. 
Think of Three Days breakfaſtleſs, dinnerlets, 
and ſupperleſs Meal Times; my Stomach, that 
equally reſents Faſting and Feaſting, feeling all the | 
while as if it had ſwallowed a live Lobfter, | 


And that 'twas fighting Tooth and Nall ; 
Armed cap a pie with Coat of Mail, 


Againſt my Digeſtion, 

Archdeacon Browne and his Wife ( the beſt 
humoured Couple, I believe, this Day in England) 
came over with me in the Pacquet, and we are to 
travel together as far as Cheſter, from Wer 
they ſet off to Bath. 4 | 

The Poſt had gone from the Head before T had 
wrote ſo far; ſo that I have brought on my Letter 
7 hither, to tell you that I travel as faſt as the Welch 
Horſes will carry me; but am ſorry to ſay they are 


not ſo haſty as the People are. a 
1 I am 
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I am going to eat the Firſt Morſe! for Three 
Days and an Half, and feel a tolerable good Ap- 
petite to it; but my Stomach is ſo like 4 Cat, that 
its Pleaſure and Grumbling, I fear, will 80 to- 
gether. 

I hope for a Line at St. Albar's, to put me in 
Spirits on my entering London, by hearing thas 
you are all well. Amen 

Adieu, my deareſt Joys! my Wife and Chil- 


dren, . adieu ! prays your: affectionate Huſband, | 


and fond Father, r 
War 


2 
— 


L E TT E Ml DOCLXXVUL 
Remy to Francs, 


S foon as I came here To-day, I ſent a 
Crier about the, Town to challenge any 
Man, Woman, or Child to 


therefore, taken a Place in a Stage that ſets out 


about Midnight, which L did in order to bind my- 


{elf to travel Night and Day to you -ich poſſi- 


bly I might nat have had Virtue enough to have 
done, had I ſuffered. myſelf to remain. my own' 


I ſhall 


Maſter—that | is, my ewn Slave, 


. . 
» #® 
* 
. 
* 


go Poſt with me to 
London, but a dead Silcace reigns. I have, 


hd OA A ww 
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I ſhall be in London on Wedneſday next, but 
at what Time of the Day I cannot tell at preſent 
I forgot to aſk the Coachman, and it is too far 
to go back and inquire ; but Harry may know at 
what Hour I hall be due, by calling at kr 
croſs, where the Machine ſets up. 

Pray do not be ſhocked at the Sight of me, for 
though I am rueful, I am by no Means diſmal; 
but jzained to an unceaſing Cholic, and a ſtill ſub- 
fiſting Rheumatiſm, I have for ſome Time laboured 
under a ſevere Fit of the Gravel, which the quack 
Medicine of a OT will Pn either kill 
or cure. 

Beſides, if I eat, 1 am ſick, and if I faſt, I am 
ſad. I may fay of Food, as it is ſaid of Matri- 
mony marry and repent, do not marry and repent ; 
and may very aptly apply Martial's Line to my 
Meals, Nec tecum poſſum, &c. 

- There is 0 Living with thee : nor without bee. 5 
Nor de even ny Stambers yield me Eaſe from 
Smart: It is not Apathy J feel; but, like a Limb. 
ofteep, T.ſnore in Agony, and Rill dream of Pain. 
But L have now quite taken leave of Phyſicians 
for the Reſt of my Life, or Death—This will be a 
conſiderable Saving to my Purſe, perhaps to my 
Conſtitutiom too. I have eſſayed all their Pills and 
Potions in vain, and N N them to be but a 


gs. 16457" 
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Sort of Jugglers, who make a Livelihood out of 
Cups and Bails, at the Expence of the Weak and 
Credulous. It would be well if was. hy were as in- 
nocent alſo. 
I ſhall call at the Poſt a6 St. Alban 's—and 
woe be to Somebody if I ſhould not receive a Let- 
ter there. 


Adiens my g Wife ! and dear Children! 
Hexkv. 


8 —_— — — * 
» , 
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LETTER DCCLXXVIIL. - 


FRANCES to HENRY, 
(To St. Alban's.) 


My beft, my deareft Love, 
Have this Inſtant the real Tranſport of re- 
ceiving Four Letters from you. The Hopes of 
ſeeing you muſt ever afford me the ſincereſt De- 
light; but the Apprehenſion of your coming at a 
Time when Buſineſs, or the Attachments of 
Friendſhip, called for your Stay, would have been 
painful to me, and have mingled an unknown 
Senſation with the Joy of Meeting, if the Kind- 
nefs of theſe Letters had not removed this moſt 
aukward and range Feeling from my Breaſt, and 
left no Room for any other, but the Joy of ſee- 


ing you. 


I can 
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l can never manifeſt Contrition enough for my 
Fault ; but as it bas been my firſt Offence of this 
Kind I hope, give me Leave to. cry out with the 
Heralds of the Secular Games among the Romans, 
celebrated like the Jubilees once only in an Hun- 
dred Yeats, ** Come and fee a Spectacle that none 
© of ye have ever ſeen before, or ſhall ever be- 
hold again.” | | 

Your Deſcription of Miſs N is the moſt 
exact Character of her that can be conceived. 
You judge Nothing ſuperficially. Other Obſerv- 
ers are but Statuaries, you an Anat:miſt. 

The joyful Harry has been at Charing-creſs, and 
you will be due in London by Three o'Clock 
To-morrow, if you do not chooſe to dine with 
Duke Humphrey, as my dear he is obliged to 
do ſo often whenever he travels. 

The Wit and Spirit with which you treat £2! 
ſhocking Diſorder, help ſometimes to convey a 
'Sort of aukward Pleaſure to my Mind, as it. is one 
that is quite out of its Place. But you ſeem to re- 
ſemble an Opera, where the Heroes ſometimes 
ſweetly ſing their dying Staves in the very Hands of 


the Executioner, 

Your whole Life has been a Sort of Trivelinade; 
and your Manner of compounding with Health 
and Fortune, with many other 'Paſſages in your ] - 


Life, | 


2 
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Lifz, prove tha: no cne could better determine 
not to be Trivelin * than yourſelf. 

But beware of Moliere's Fate at laſt. Beſides, 
I confeſs another Fear | am ſome Times ſeized with 
about you ; leſt, as you.contrive to render yourſelf 
doubly merry through Life, by rejoicing in its 
Goods, and ſporting equally with its 1lls, Provi- 
dence, who is a great CEconomiſt, might think 
itſelf pretty nearly impartial in its Diſtributions to 
you, by diſpenſing Happineſs or Miſery alike. 
My Spirits are flurried, my Heart beats faſt— 
they are talking round me know not what I 
write ; this only I am certain, that I am, with the 
uueſt, tendereſt, and moſt grateful Affection, 
my deareſt Harry's ever fond and grateful Wife! 

FRANCES. | 


P. S. Your Children are both well, good, 


and happy at the * of ſeeing you 
To- morrow. 


® This Character was of a Frenchman of a pecular and happy 
Turn of Mind. One Story of him id ſufficient to explein the 
above Paſſage: Being fatigued with the Heat of the Day once on 
2a journey, he alightcd and took a Nap on the Road, having firſt 
faſtened the Bridle round his Arm. Some Thief flipt off the Head- 
fall, and ſtole away the Horſe, When he awoke, he argued with 
bimfelf thus, Either I am Trive/in, or I am not—if 1 am, I have 
«+ lot a Horſe, if not, I have gained a Bridle. In fine, he deter» 
mined the Doubt in his own Favour, and returned Hams rejoicing 
in u Advantage. | 


